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FOREWORD 


These  rose  petals  are  sent  out  into  the  world  to  bring 
sunshine  to  hearts  who  are  longing  for  beauty. 
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Emily  McCombs  Best. 


The  tighter  we  keep  a  bouquet  of  roses  clustered  to- 
gether the  less  we  may  see  of  their  sweet  beauty  and 
fragrance. 

Emily  McCombs  Best. 


ru8l-'C  L/BtfARY 

Thus  may  I  open  my  bouquet  to  friends  so  they  may 
see  the  beauty  of  my  rose  petals  and  inhale  their  fragrance. 

Emily  McCombs  Best. 
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PATTY   PERKINS  CLUB 


Patty  Tells  of  a  Writer  from   Fonthill 


"To-day  I  am  going  to  tell  you  about  one  of  our  Can- 
adian writers  who  was  born  in  Fonthill,  which  really  makes 
her  belong  to  us,  doesn't  it? 

"Emily  McCombs  Best  was  the  daughter  of  Stephen 
H.  McCombs  of  Fonthill,  whose  ancestors  were  United 
Empire  Loyalists  who  had  come  to  the  district  in  1774, 
which  is  a  long,  long  time  ago.  No  wonder  Mrs.  Best  feels 
she  belongs  to  Welland  County,  for  while  she  lived  in  Font- 
hill only  until  she  was  eighteen  years  of  age,  she  was  edu- 
cated there  in  the  public  and  continuation  school.  She  now 
lives  in  Hamilton  with  her  two  sons,  enjoying  her  busy  life 
of  writing  for  newspapers  and  magazines  and  being  an 
active  member  of  The  Women's  Canadian  Club  and  The 
Gidion  Choir. 

"Mrs.  Best  is  the  author  of  "Nuggets  of  Thought  for 
Meditation,"  a  collection  of  rhyme  and  prose  published  in 
1937.  Four  of  her  poems  have  now  been  given  musical 
accompaniment,  and  as  songs  some  of  you  likely  know 
them,  "Laddie  Mine";  "Life's  Tapestry";  "A  Melody  Di- 
vine", and  "In  Loveland  With  You."  From  "Nuggets  of 
Thought"  I  am  going  to  use  to-day  four  little  lines  that  ap- 
pealed to  me,  telling  so  gaily  of  something  we  have  all 
seen  happen  very  often. 

■■•>..    \'fi 
RAINDROPS  ...  -(  . 

By  Emily  McCombs  Best 

One  little  raindrop  slides  down  a  limb, 
Quickly,  swiftly,  another  chases  him, 
Then  before  they  can  ever  manage  to  stop 
They're  lovingly  united  in  one  big  drop. 

PATTY  PERKINS." 

(Copied  from  the  Welland  Tribune,  Welland,  Ontario) 


Mrs.  Best  also  belongs  to 
"Friends  of  American  Writers,"  U.  S.  A. 


MY  CLAIM 

I  cannot  lay  claim  to  a  poet, 

Nor  will  Shelley's  genius  be  mine, 
But  when  joyous  thoughts  seep  from  my  heart 
I'm  just  a  maker  of  pleasing  rhyme. 

Some  verses  are  sad,  some  are  gay, 

And  not  in  rhythm  or  time, 
But  when  nature's  beauty  comes  tripping  along, 

Why!    I'm  just  a  maker  of  simple  rhyme. 


CRAIGMAR    BUNGALOW 

On  a  quiet  blind  street  hugging  the  mountain  close,  my 
little  bungalow  waits  for  me  at  the  end  of  every  busy 
day; 

It  is  rainbow  roofed  and  dormer  high  set  in  the  north  roof 
daringly, 

Bright  green  trimmed  and  warm  red  brick, 

Verandah  where  clematis  climbs  gracefully, 

Glass  panel  door  glinting  colored  lights,  each  time  it  swings 
wide  in  friendliness; 

The  sun  looks  in  my  house  all  day  searching  corners  east, 
west,  north  and  south. 

Each  morning  when  the  dew  abides  I  step  with  careful 
tread  my  zig-zag  flagstone  walk  out  in  the  garden's 
freshness,  where  the  waking  flowers  in  deep  borders 
surround  my  garden  wall,  and  where  roses  clamber 
over  the  arch  above  my  head,  and  if  I  make  no  move 
a  mother  robin  steps  perkily  about  looking  for  break- 
fast for  her  little  ones,  and  when  she  thinks  I've  gone, 
loud  splashes  greet  my  ears  where  she  takes  a  morning 
dip. 

My  purple  lilacs  waft  their  perfume  to  me,  and  though  I 
shall  not  use  them,  my  Dutchman's  pipe  vine  is  strung 
with  fairy  pipes,  and  almost  within  reach  the  nicotine 
is  waiting  for  his  gathering; 

Ambitious  to  go  ever  higher,  the  mauve  wisteria  clings  to 
my  sunroom  windows,  shading  me  when  the  sun  is  over 
bright. 

This  is  my  haven  which  holds  my  heart,  a  peaceful  spot 
filled  with  things  I  love — and  memories, 

Where  all  the  seasons  bring  their  changing  beauty,  and 
friends  complete  my  happiness, 

As  the  latch  string  is  always  out. 


OUR  CONFIDENCE 

Across  the  scroll  of  heaven's  blue, 

Lacy  clouds  weave  their  way 

Dreamily  unmindful  of  the  way 

Man's  heart  is   turned  from  God  unthankful. 

God  must  have  first  place  always 
In  our  lives,  whate'er  betide, 
Then  all  our  anguish  and  our  fear  could  be 
Banished,  if  we  were  fully  trustful. 
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THE  OLD  ROSE  JAR 

It  is  June,  the  time  of  roses, 
And  gathered  in  a  place  secure 

We  keep  a  fond  remembrance 
In  the  old  fashioned  china  jar. 

Petals  lovely  as  they  blow  out  into  space 

But  not  too  far 
For  us  to  gather  and  to  grace 

The  beauty  of  the  bright  rose  jar. 

Rose  leaves,  kindness  and  love, 

Rememberings  from  afar 
Blended  in  distilled  aroma 

Cuddled  safely  in  the  little  rose  jar. 

Sweet  jasmine  is  entrancing, 

But  the  rose!  more  precious  by  far; 

Ah!   give  me  the  velvet  petals 
To  place  in  the  quaint  wee  jar. 

Time  steals  away  the  bloom 
From  ones  we  love  and  adore, 

So  do  roses  fade  and  go 

To  return  to  us  —  nevermore. 


TREES  IN    EARLY  SPRING 

There's  tragic  and  beauty  about  a  tree 

As  it  stands  patiently  waiting  the  miracle  which  is  spring! 
I  rejoiced!  when  looking  out  of  my  window  today,  to  see 
Baby  buds  to  its  branches  cling, 
Ha!  Ha!  Ha!    It  is  spring! 

Each  brown  tiny  bud  chuckled  and  beamed 
For  they  keep  secrets,  then  chuckle  in  glee! 
Soon  along  the  branches  in  single  file 
Will  march  blossoms  to  birds'  music  —  You'll  see! 
Ha!  Ha!  Ha!    It  is  spring! 


LIFE 

Life  is  like  a  river  glorious, 

And  often  like  the  sea  uproarious, 

When  it  ebbs  and  swells  mysteriously. 

Life  is  like  a  river  ringing, 

And  often  like  the  sea-waves  singing 

When  it  splashes  spume  majestically. 

Life  is  like  a  river  beaming, 

And  like  the  oceans  opalescent  gleaming 

When  it  tumbles  onward  happily. 

Life  is  like  a  river  flowing  sweetly, 
And  often  like  the  sea  discretely 
When  it's  lost  in  merriment  completely. 
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SUMMER'S  ARTISTRY 

God  seems  so  very  near 

When  summer  comes. 
All  nature  is  astir 

When  summer  comes. 
The  merry  golden  thrush, 

With  liquid-falling  song, 
From  out  his  sylvan  home  we  hear 

When  summer  comes. 

Through  the  honey-suckle  vine 

The  busy  bumble  bees 
We  hear  droning  out  their  serenade 

When  summer  comes. 
Over  the  garden  wall 

Gay  butterflies  flit  to  and  fro, 
And  in  the  pool  on  lily-pads 
Green  frogs  sit  motionless 

When  summer  comes. 

Hovering  low  over  the  laburnum  trees, 
With  its  yellow  pendant  flowers, 

Birds  weave  their  mellow  cadence 
Above  the  garden's  silence 
When  summer  comes. 

The  monotonous  hum 

Of  the  locust  in  the  tall  stately  elms, 
Flaming  gaillardias  a-gaze  at  the  sun 
Give  us  to  know  maturer  joys 

When  summer  comes. 

(Dedicated  to  all  "Friends  of  American  Writers") 


ECSTASY 

I  threw  my  arms  around  the  spring, 

Embracing  its  beauties  rare, 
Then  watched  the  raindrops  come  tumbling  down 

From  God's  April-hand  so  fair. 
I  hugged  the  summer  to  my  breast, 

Content  with  it  to  stay, 
Then  listened  with  a  merry  heart  to  hear 

A  bird's  sweet  rondelay. 

I  cosied  these  treasures  close  to  my  heart, 
With  tenderness  like  a  melody  ringing, 

Then  gave  them  forth  as  happiness 
To  others,  comfort  bringing. 


If  you  cannot  be  a  preacher 
Listen  diligently  in  a  pew, 
If  you  cannot  be  the  wind 
Just  be  the  gleam  of  a  star, 
If  you  cannot  be  a  Shelley, 
Longfellow  or  Burns 
Be   just   the   simple   poet — you   are. 
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VIOLETS 

Violets  are  spring's  happy  satisfaction, 

How  wondrously  beautiful  these  little  silent  messengers 
of  God's  marvellous  promise, 

(While  the  earth  remaineth,  springtime  (or  seedtime)  and 
harvest.) 

Perhaps  they  are  cosily  snuggled  in  some  quiet  nook  of 
our  garden,  faces  glowing  with 

His  reflection,  and  their  perfume  drifts  to  us  on  a  golden 
sunbeam. 

Our  lives  should  be  like  the  violets;  we  should  let  our  smile 
cast  its  beam  in  some  troubled  heart  and  the 
sweet  fragrance  of  our  life  enrich  the  soil  (the 
heart),  where  a  seed  of  love  has  been  sown  for 
God's   harvesting. 

Why  do  we  not  lift  our  frail  soul  to  the  Son  of  Righteous- 
ness for  His  ever  loving  strength  and  power? 

*  *       *       * 
A  MIRACLE 

A  snow  white  petal  floated  down. 

Close  to  my  heart  one  day, 
With  a  resurrection  message  sweet 

I  embraced  its  promise,  and  bade  it  stay. 

'Twas  only  a  petal  from  a  blossom  of  spring 

But  then  I  plainly  could  see 
How  God  in  Infinite  wisdom  and  love 

Had  shown  this  miracle  to  me. 

*  *       *       * 

A  POET'S  TRUE  VISION 

If  one  would  be  a  poet, 

One  must  with  soul  undaunted 
See  beauty  on  pussy-willow  bough, 

Crimson  and  blue  twilight's  magic  glow, 
Wind  lyres  sighing  through  the  trees, 

Living  music  from  birds  and  bees, 
Ice  like  sheer  embroideries, 

Boom  of  surf  upon  the  shore, 
Carpeted  hillsides  with  trilliums  galore, 

Swallow's  swift  challenge  to  summer, 
Jonquils  in  a  lucid  green  bowl, 

Bag-pipes  on  a  mountain  skirling, 
Flags  with  colors  gay  unfurling, 

All  these  beauties  a  poet  does  know, 
And  can  with  pen  to  others  show. 

*  *       *       * 
AN   OLD  YEAR 

I  stood  on  the  mountain  of  life  and  watched  the  drab  old 
year  fade  away  into  a  bright  happy  new  year  with 
promising  hope  for  a  truer  understanding  of  man's 
love  for  his  fellow-man. 

The  grey  old  year  was  weighted  down  with  misery,  hatred 
and  jealousies,  its  back  was  stooped  and  crooked 
with  rare  old  diseases  and  pompous  pride, 

It  was  so  pleased  to  slip  quietly  away  into  eternity. 
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NEW  CHURCH  AT  FONTHILL,  IN  THE  DELTA 
OF  THE  ROAD,  ONTARIO 

God  placed  a  bright  new  modern  church  upon  a  hill 

Commanding  a  view  of  the  country  wide, 
Where  faithful  and  loving  worshippers 

In  truth  and  meekness  will  truly  abide. 
The  sun  with  smiling  face  streams  through 

Mullioned  windows  all  the  day,  and  searches 
Inmost  hearts  with  truth, 

As  they  kneel  in  reverence  to  pray. 

The  notes  of  the  organ  sob  and  roll  in  cadence  clear 

As  the  surplice  choir  in  processional 
Sing  hymns  of  praise  most  dear. 
Then  the  minister  reads  from  the  Book,  promises  golden 

and  true, 
While  with  contrite  mind  and  heart 

We  offer  humble  petitions  too. 
God  bless  the  folk  who  dwell  therein 

And  give  them  joy  untold, 
And  gather  them  in  Thy  loving  arms 

As  a  Shepherd  His  lambs  enfold. 
May  many  a  soul  awake  to  find 

God's  beauty  and  abounding  grace 
In  this  sweet  abode  of  loveliness, 

And  His  benediction  rest  forever 
On  this  dear  hallowed  place. 

(Dedicated  lovingly  to  the  minister,  Rev.  Mr.  Guinn,  and 
his  dear  wife;  also  friends  of  the  congregation  who 
so  sweetly  welcomed  me  at  the  service  at  which  I 
sang,  the  second  Sunday's  dedication  service,  for 
the  Master's  glory.) 


DUET  OF  THE  FLOWERS 

They  sang  together  in  the  cool  mist  of  morning, 
The  rose  and  delphinium  a  chorus  sublime, 
Hearts  lifted  in  joyance,  heads  bowed  in  emotion, 
Blending  in  rapture  and  cadence  divine. 

Delphinium  Speaks, 

Fair  little  rose!  I  adore  you. 
Your  cheeks  pink  glowing  unfurl, 
Your  heart  a  pure  golden  treasure 
My  ideal, my  only  dream  girl. 

Rose  Answers,  — ■  — 
I  gracefully  bow  like  a  maiden, 
With  pleasure  accepting  your  choice. 
Worthy  may  I  prove  your  devotion 
And  listen  with  joy  for  your  voice. 

(Duet) 
In  unison  they  piped  together 
For  the  wind,  and  the  sun,  and  the  birds, 
With  love-notes  magic  and  mellow 
Not  set  to  mortal  words. 
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YEAR'S    HOUSECLEANING 

I  started  the  year's  housecleaning  to-day 
From  top  to  basement  floor, 
Anything  that  can  be  dispensed  with 
I  will  not  harbor  any  more. 

Here's  old  jealousies  that's  been  lurking  around, 

And  bits  of  unkindly  thoughts  too,  I  found. 

I'll  dump  out  this  rubbish  of  uncharitableness, 

Now  a  clean  house  bright  I  will  possess. 

I  see  worry,  and  fear,  and  ugly  gloom, 

I'll  just  toss  them  out,  they've  no  place  here, 

And  in  this  corner  where  they've  been  concealed, 

Put  love  and  trust  and  right  good  cheer. 

All  vain  things  and  selfishness 

I'll  tie  with  a  firm  stout  string 

And  place  on  the  fire  as  refuse  to  burn, 

Now  perhaps  the  new  year  will  happiness  bring. 

When  these  scraps  to  ashes  have  burned, 

I'll  scatter  them  willingly  to  the  four  winds 

As  idle  dross  of  a  busy  year, 

Then  open  my  door  for  God's  sunshine  clear. 

g  £  4  4 

The  road  may  be  tedious  and  long,  and  at  times  very 

rough  going. 

But  He  went  all  the  way  to  Calvary  for  you, 

for  me. 

*      *      *      * 

MY    PRIVILEGE 

I  cannot  compose  a  song  to-day, 

No  matter  how  hard  I  try, 
But  I  can  help  bind  a  bird's  broken  wing 

Until  strong  enough  to  fly. 

I  cannot  write  a  verse  to-day, 

My  words  would  never,  never  rhyme, 
But  I  can  make  flakey  apple  pie 

To  eat  with  old  cheese  at  a  dinner  fine. 
I  cannot  pen  a  story  to-day, 

Full  of  glamour  and  romance  sweet, 
But  I  can  help  lift  a  burdened  heart 

To  radiant  happiness  complete. 

If  I  cannot  write  a  song,  a  story,  or  a  verse  to-day, 

My,  Oh!  My,  I  mustn't  despair, 
Because  in  the  wonderful  plan  of  God 

Perhaps  I've  fitted,  —  —  reasonably  fair. 

REQUIEM   TO   SUMMER 

Gone  the  summer  we  loved  to  see, 

Budding  flower  and  leafy  tree, 
Beauty  of  warm  days,  all  are  gone, 

Silence  in  gardens  reigning  alone. 
Song-birds  that  thrilled  us  with  delight, 

Winged  their  way  south,  and  well  they  might 
To  escape  the  frosty  winter's  chill, 

But  leaving  dear  memories  with  us  still. 
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JUST   WONDERING 

I  am  wondering,  yes  I'm  wondering 
What  the  morrow  will  hring  to  you? 
Will  it  bring  sunshine  and  gladness 
Or  misery,  heartaches, 
Which  mean  sadness? 

I  am  wondering,  yes  I'm  wondering 
If  more  courage  and  faith  it  will  hring? 
Will  your  soul  feel  so  light-hearted 
That  you  confidently 
Rejoice  and  sing? 

Gloom  take  wing,  and  fly  away! 
Sunshine  and  gladness,  Oh  do  please  stay! 
Heartaches  and  misery,  be  gone!  be  gone! 
Let  only  love's  sweetness 
Linger  on. 

(Dedicated    to    the    Homemaker    of    the 
Homemaker's  Page  of  the  Globe  and  Mail, 

Toronto). 

*  *      *      * 

GIRLHOOD    MEMORIES 

Come  walk  along  with  me  to-day 

Up  yonder  to  strawberry  hill, 

See  in  visions  clear  and  bright 

And  live  in  memory's  place  of  delight. 

Jennie  dear,  do  you  remember 

Days  when  we  were  young, 

Chaining  garlands  of  daisy  stems 

While  basking  in  the  sun? 

How  I  dreaded  staying  in  at  night 

While  you  and  Louise  were  gone, 

Though  happy  fairies  watched  to  see 

That  you  came  home  e'er  dawn. 

The  thrill  of  that  swing 

In  the  old  hickory  nut  tree 

Had  magical  joys,  that  we, 

Swinging  could  see. 

When  the  dishes  I  would  not  wash, 

Cousin  Louise  with  tactful  way 

Would  cloister  me  in  the  stairway 

And  sure  I'd  have  to  stay. 

These  were  the  jolly  careless  days, 

With  not  a  worry  or  care, 

But  since  then  we  have  both  known  grief 

And  burdens  which  were  hard  to  bear. 

(Dedicated  lovingly  to  my  two  dear 
cousins,  Jennie  Matthews  and  Louise 
Connelly.) 

*  *      *      * 

Use  my  hands  so  I  may  pen  brightly  and  kindly 
thoughts  that  will  go  winging  their  message  through  the 
ether  and  drop  into  some  despondent  heart. 

10 


A   GLADSOME   PLACE 

A  gladsome  place  of  treasured  secrets 
Amid  leafy,  rosy  bowers, 
Where  fluttering  birds  and  busy  bees, 
I  find  my  garden  full  of  spilled  happiness. 

Flowers  coquet  with  the  breeze  all  day, 
Wafting  nectar  in  streams  of  gold. 
The  rainbow  fish  play  in  shady  pools 
In  delicious  enchantment. 

Sunbeams  joyously  play  hide  and  seek 
With  blue  delphiniums  stately, 
Then  as  the  night  falls  gently  down 
Flower  and  leaf  cuddle  cosily  to  rest. 

Overflowing  with  gay  and  tender  memories 
My  garden  waits  for  me  each  day, 
When  with  a  book  of  poesy  and  pleasing  thoughts 
I  dream  my  happy  hours  away. 

Oh!  a  gladsome  place  my  garden  is! 


OFFERINGS 

He  who  gives  a  friendly  smile 

Gives  a  wealth  of  gold, 
He  who  gives  a  warm  clasp  of  the  hand 

Gives  pleasures  sweet  untold. 

He  who  does  a  loving  deed 

Gives  jewels  rich  and  rare, 
He  who  gives  a  tender  word 

Gives  joy  beyond  compare. 

He  who  gives  smile,  word  and  deed 

Not  for  pomp  or  show, 
But  just  in  willing  kindness 

A  rich  reward  will  know. 

(Dedicated  to  Mr.  Holloway,  Hamilton  Spectator, 
for  his  kindness  to  me  with  my  writing  for  paper) 


PHILOSOPHY  STRIPLINGS 

(Nature's  Calendar) 
Morning, —  brings  sunshine  and  bird  song. 
Noon, —  brings  warmth  and  wide  open  flowers. 
Twilight, —  brings  shadows  and  descending  sun. 
Night, —  brings  darkness  and  a  flood  of  stars. 

(Life's  Calendar) 
Morning, —  brings  ambition  and  joy. 
Noon. —  brings  gaiety  and  romance. 
Twilight, —  brings  calmness  and  serenity. 
Night, —  brings  peace  and  rest. 


Windows  have  such  a  comforting  in-look  and  out-look. 
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LADDIE  MINE 

Just  a  happy  little  song 
Will  cheer  your  day,  however  long. 
When  you're  out  among  the  throng 
Laddie  Mine. 

Be  gay  in  spirit,  trust  no  guile, 
Tho'  snares  in  legion  round  you  pile, 
Just  give  a  whistle  once  in  awhile 
Laddie  Mine. 

Tho'  in  life  you  play  a  part 
Don't  e'er  let  sin  approach  your  heart. 
Steer  your  course  hy  heaven's  chart 
Laddie  Mine. 

Just  show  your  courage  with  a  smile, 
Let  others  see  wrong's  not  your  style, 
And  do  the  things  that  are  worth-while 
Laddie  Mine. 

Then  when  life  at  last  is  o'er 
And  you  stand  on  God's  fair  shore, 
May  you  he  joyously  happy  evermore 
Laddie  Mine. 

(Dedicated  to  my  two  sons) 


FLAME 

A  breath  of  spring  blew  through  my  heart 
And  fanned  to  flame  a  moment  of  ecstasy, 
When  I  picked  an  English  violet, 
Velvet  cheeked,  nodding  in  the  sun. 

The  flame  of  delight  cosied  my  heart 

When  I  heart  a  robin  singing  a  vesper  song  of  praise 

As  shadows  wrapped  around  me 

A  refreshing  jewel  of  melody. 


LADY   MAY   MOON 

When  we  are  bathed  in  sleep  Lady  Moon, 
Cautious  with  night  your  vigil  keep, 
In  rapture  pouring  over  the  earth 
Floods  of  radiance  like  vespers  sweet. 

Silent  moon  in  gladsome  May! 
You're  jovial  and  almost  human  to  me, 
Kindly  face  wreathed  in  happy  smiles, 
The  jolliest  lady  I  ever  did  see! 

If  you  will  stay  with  me,  silver  moon, 
I'll  give  you  perfume  of  the  flowers, 
The  song  of  birds  at  eventide,  or  the 
Earth's  largeness  as  a  queenly  dower. 

May's  fleeting  joy,  but  true  lover's  delight! 
You're  gone  so  very,  very  soon. 
I  hold  you  in  my  heart's  embrace  of  love 
Dear  silver  sheened  Lady  Moon. 
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THE  CALL  OF  ONTARIO'S  NORTHLAND 

The  call  of  the  North  is  a  friendly  call, 
White  birch  and  tamarac  nod  to  me, 
Poplars  flutter  and  cedars  smile,  and 
Chipmunks  chatter  expressively. 

The  call  of  the  North  is  a  kindly  call, 
Its  peaceful  glory  a  joyous  retreat. 
Hear  the  lap  of  whispering  water 
Telling  secrets  of  gladness  sweet. 

Rustic  beauty  entwines  with  joy,  where 
Iron-wood,  and  pine  and  maple  grow, 
And  my  trusty  canoe  is  moored  at  ease, 
Patiently  waiting  me  to  go. 

Ontario's  North  has  an  inviting  call, 
Sunsets  golden  and  sunrise  too, 
Happy  hours  and  giggling  waters, 
I  know  you'd  love  it,  if  you  but  knew. 

I  love  to  dally  on  the  shore 
When  winds  and  water  frolic  together, 
And  gulls  wing  low  and  mockingly  cry 
Of  coming  stormy  weather. 

The  call  of  the  North  is  a  welcome  call, 
Its  message  you  could  not  miss, 
Freedom  of  life,  rustic  beauty  rare,  and 
Winds  and  sun  your  cheeks  will  kiss. 


RECIPE  FOR  A  HAPPY  LIFE 

Cream  together  a  cup  of  patience  and  cheer 

With  a  good  measure  of  long-suffering, 

Squeeze  in  a  little  meekness  and  a  lump  of  charity  sprinkled 

over  with  joy, 
Spread  the  mixture  into  a  home  lined  with  kindness, 
Smother  the  top  over  with  good  deeds, 
Bake  in  the  warmth  of  God's  love, 
When  finished,  cut  in  generous  slices  of  happy  smiles,  and 

give  to  hearts  discouraged. 


MY  CHOCOLATE  MAN   (A  FANTASY) 

We  all  admire  brave  men  of  fame, 
And  give  honor  wherever  we  can. 
Soldiers  and  sailors  we  all  adore, 
But  give  me  a  wee  brown  chocolate  man. 

He's  deaf  and  he's  dumb  to  all  things  unkind, 
A  dignified  straight  little  dandy, 
And  for  charm  supreme  wherever  he's  seen 
He's  sweeter  than  all  other  candy. 

So  here's  to  the  cute  wee  chocolate  man 
Who  never  complains  but  thinks  it  grand 
To  wait  behind  counters  for  his  little  dream  girl 
To  carry  him  away  to  fairyland. 
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NORTH    WIND 

Blow,  blow,  chilly  north  wind! 

Out  from  the  steel  grey  skies, 

Where  timid  deer  roam  and  partridge  hide, 

Tall  tamaracs  sway,  and  the  wild  loon  cries. 

Blow,  blow,  naughty  north  wind! 
Have  mercy  on  God's  creatures  weak, 
The  sleepy  mink  and  quilled  porcupine, 
But  of  course  your  tryst  with  winter  keep. 
Blow,  blow,  saucy  north  wind! 
Piles  of  snow  and  ice  you  bring, 
Swirling  roguish  in  eager  gladness, 
Making  boys  and  girls  laugh  and  sing. 

Blow,  blow,  mighty  north  wind! 

Out  from  a  dismal  sky. 

Curious  into  corners  you  twist  and  peek 

And  doff  hats  rude  as  you  pass  by. 

Blow,  blow  boisterous  north  wind! 
For  bitterness  of  winds,  you're  king! 
Persistent  you  linger,  but  by  waiting,  you'll 
Be  caught  in  the  warm  smile  of  spring. 

Blow,  blow,  daffy  north  wind! 

Why  make  such  a  bluster  and  roar? 

The  spring  is  laughing  at  you 

As  she  taps  with  warm  fingers  on  my  door. 

Blow,  blow,  disturbing  north  wind! 
Bitingly  tricky  you  tease. 
The  only  way  to  impede  your  torments 
Is  by  summer's  warm  soft  breeze. 

3jC  *f%  3j»  5f» 

A  MEMORY 

God  thought  best  to  take  her  away 

To  Himself  to  gardens  fair,  where  tear-drops 

And  pain  are  never  known 

And  only  love  and  beauty  dwelleth  there. 

Her  patience  in  hours  of  trial  was  wonderful 
And  we  will  not  question  why,  because  the  dear 
Sun-child  viewed  a  home  with  Christ 
That  nothing  can  destroy. 

Triumphant  she  left  her  house  of  clay, 
Soaring  from  our  midst  she  has  gone. 
We  miss  a  fond  enduring  smile 
From  one  we  are  pleased  to  have  known. 

May  comfort  come  to  those  who  are  left, 
And  peace  beyond  compare,  you'll  find  her 
Busy  in  God's  summerland  of  flowers 
When  you  get  there. 

She  was  not  earth-bound  with  friends  and  dear  ones, 
But  radiant  when  it  came  her  time  to  sever  from 

things  of  this  world  for  eternity, 
And  now  clothed  in  beautiful  light  like  Christ, 

she  is  glorified, 
And  will  reign  with  Him  forever. 

(Dedicated  to  the  loving  memory  of  Freida  Reinke) 
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MOTHER 

How  we  love  the  name  of  mother! 
Never  name  sounds  quite  so  fair. 
It  surpasses  all  earth's  treasures, 
Shines  for  us  a  jewel  rare! 

How  we  adore  the  name  of  mother! 
'Twined  around  our  lives  caressing. 
Gentle  words  a  balm  entreating, 
Brings  to  us  earth's  sweetest  blessing. 

How  we  love  the  name  of  mother! 
It  holds  comfort  and  brings  peace. 
Praise  her  for  her  loving  care 
That  her  joys  may  still  increase. 

How  we  love  the  name  of  mother! 
Let  us  hold  it  ever  dear. 
Honour  her  with  trust  abiding, 
Strew  her  path  with  flowers  while  here. 

When  we  near  the  fringe  of  sunset 
We  shall  not  doubt  nor  fear,  for  in 
Memory's  garden  we  have  cherished 
Her  love  and  kindness  here. 

(Lovingly  dedicated  to  all  my  United 
States  lady  friends). 

*  *       *       » 

The  only  person  I  wish  to  be  in  this  world is  myself. 

*  *       *       * 

ALL  HALLOW'S  EVE 

There  is  a  jolly  little  elf, 

And  I  half  believe  in  fairies, 

In  fact,  in  spite  of  myself, 

And  witches  ride  across  the  sky 

At  night  on  broom  sticks  gay, 

At  least  I've  heard  the  sages  say, 

Or  behind  cornstooks  snuggled 

In  the  pale  moonlight, 

And  sly  goblins  hide  where  pumpkins  gleam 

In  the  hoar  frost  glistening  like  snow. 

I've  hear  the  fairies  gathered  there, 

And  marching  out  in  a  row  to  scatter  goodies 

All  around  from  sacks  they  carry  on  their  backs, 

Chestnuts,  candy  and  apples  red, 

From   overflowing  shining  packs. 

When  we  feast  with  delight  and  play  hallowe'en 

games, 
Our  pranks  fill  the  night  with  noise, 
Then  we  quietly  scamper  off  to  bed 
Like  good  little  girls  and  boys. 


If  we  do  not  have  the  pain  and  sorrow, 
How  can  we  appreciate  the  blessings? 
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BIRD'S  WINTER   FEAST 

There's  whisperings  going  on  in  my  back  yard, 
And  such  ;i  chatter  you  seldom  have  heard, 
The  starlings  are  saucy,  as  saucy  can  be, 
Nipping  at  sparrows,  an  avaricious  bird. 

When  they  have  gladly  eaten  their  fill 

The  maple  tree  is  a  refuge  kind, 

Where  they  sit  huddled  up  away  from  the  wind, 

Leaving  their  bird-like  cares  behind. 

If  we,  like  birds,  when  day  is  done 
Could  simply  and  sweetly  go  to  rest, 
Trusting  our  Heavenly  Father's  care, 
For  He  loveth  and  knoweth  best. 


YARDS   OF   SMILES 

I  gave  a  bright  smile 

I  though  worth  while, 

It  tumbled  and  turned 

For  many  a  mile 

O'er  woody  glades  to  the  trysting  stile, 

And  did  old  gloom  itself  beguile 

To  wile  away  the  hours. 

I  watched  the  smile 

Tumble  all  the  while, 

Weaving  its  way  through  narrow  defile. 

It  passed  a  sweet  maiden  gowned  in  style, 

Gathering  nectar  from  flowers  in  a  vial 

Growing  beside  a  quaint  sun-dial. 

But  I  still  watched  the  smiles 

Heap  up  in  a  pile 

For  troubled  ones  to  give  without  guile 

For  anyone  standing  in  need  of  a  smile. 


DREAMY   LULLABY 

On  the  wide  stream  of  life 
I'm  drifting  along 
In  my  little  frail  bark 
With  a  crooning  song. 

Sometimes  I  feel  lonely, 
Sometimes  I  am  glad. 
Sometimes  I'm  so  joyful 
I  just  can't  be  sad. 

Come  join  with  me  sweetheart 
And  we'll  sail  away 
To  those  far-off  dreamlands 
And  be  happy  and  gay. 

16 


JUST  ONCE  AGAIN 

Let  me  walk  the  silver  sand  beach  of  a  frolicking  sea, 

Or  pillow  my  head  near  lilac  bloom  so  bright, 

Let  me  smell  red  roses  again  in  the  garden's  mart 

Or  see  a  glittering  golden  moonlight  night. 

Let  me  touch  the  softness  of  a  baby's  cheek 

Or  wander  in  twilight's  mystical  gleam, 

Let  me  reach  for  high  hopes  of  charted  desires 

Or  dwell  in  reality  of  a  beautiful  dream. 


MEDITATION 

Glorious  things  I  admire 

On  the  way 
And  They  will  make  your  life 
Happy,  joyful  and  gay. 

Crimson  and  gold  sunset, 

The  lilt  of  a  nightingale, 

Water  trickling  over  mossy  rocks, 

A  firefly  sparkling  in  the  twilight, 

Pink  snow  apple  jelly, 

A  pipe  organ  sobbing  and  moaning, 

The  white  snow  flakes, 

A  sprig  of  heather, 

A  warm  April  rain, 

A  dark  red  rose  in  a  crystal  glass, 

First  violet  in  the  spring, 

Smell  of  cedar  wood  burning, 

Wee  baby  lambs  frisking  in  play, 

Scarlet  berries  in  Autumn, 

A  crackling  log  in  a  fireplace  and  chestnuts, 

A  humming-biro  visiting  a  gladiolus  flower, 

A  gold  locket,  in  it  a  lock  of  golden  hair, 

The  sun  greeting  the  morning, 

Lacy  cobwebs  strung  with  pearls  of  dew, 

A  child's  trust  in  its  mother, 

A  full  moon  shining  on  the  frozen  lake, 

Glorious  tints  of  the  rainbow, 

The  scent  of  new-mown  hay, 

A  baby  robin  being  taught  to  fly, 

A  star-studded  night, 

An  old  velvet  photo  album, 

A  lover  and  his  sweetheart, 

Beauty  of  rolling  drifting  clouds. 

These  beautiful  things  I  cherish,  you  see! 
And  know  you  must  love  them 
Just  the  same  as  me! 


CHRISTMAS    WISH 

I  wish  for  you  bright  happy  days 
With  heaps  and  heaps  of  cheer, 
"Peace  on  Earth  for  all  mankind," 
And  "Good  Will"  all  the  year. 
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THE    ORGAN    GRINDER 

With  twinkling  eyes  and  a  box  on  a  stilt 
He  carried  a  wealth  of  treasure's  joys, 
As  he  pealed  out  old  familiar  songs 
To  curious  girls  and  boys. 

Though  tethered,  the  monkey  hopped  and  preened 
And  seemed  quite  pleased  the  while, 
Hut  the  bronze-faced  entertainer  watched  the  cup, 
As  he  cranked  out  songs,  his  style. 

"Little  Annie  Rooney"  and  "Old  Black  Joe," 
And  dear  "Old  Swanee  River," 
Were    played    with    expectant   grimaces 
As  he  politely  bowed  to  the  giver. 

Clara,  Fanny,  Rose  and  Ted 
Were  late  for  school,  but  would  follow, 
But  we  shouted  good-bye  to  the  organ-man 
As  he  disappeared  in  the  hollow. 

The  world  wise  merry-maker 

We  know  will  surely  come  back 

In  the  beautiful  summertime  of  dreams 

With  cheery  songs,  and  monkey  and  pack. 


THE   OPTIMISTIC   HEART 

It's  not  easy  to  write  of  sunshine 
When  dark  clouds  obscure  the  sky, 
But  harder  to  write  of  summer 
When  the  snow  is  drifting  high. 
It's  not  easy  to  write  of  happiness 
When  sorrow  comes  clamouring  round, 
But  harder  to  write  of  flowers 
When  winter  the  buds  has  bound. 
It's  not  easy  to  write  of  butterflies 
When  we  know  they  are  fast  asleep, 
But  harder  to  write  summer's  glory  in  winter, 
When  its  joys  I've  promised  to  keep. 
But  'tis  easy  to  write  of  Christmas  trees, 
Silvery  sparkle  of  candles  bright, 
Joyous  laughter  under  the  mistletoe 
With  happy  maids  in  twinkling  light. 
Plum  pudding  rich,  and  turkey  grand, 
Cranberry  sauce,  plump  olives  green, 
Crackers  and  candy  and  nuts  galore 
And  oranges  big  as  ever  I've  seen ! 
But  Oh,  'tis  nice  in  the  summer  time. 
Warm  winds  spreading  perfume  sweet, 
But  yet,  it's  grand  at  Christmas  time 
With  old  friends  and  good  things  to  eat. 
So  fling  away  cares  and  live  once  again 
In  childhood's  imagination. 
Bring  summer's  joy  with  Christmas  mirth 
Into  one  happy  combination. 
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THE  POSTMAN 

The  postie-man  is  faithful  and  trusty, 
A  right  happy  fellow  is  he! 
Little  he  knows  in  the  pack  on  his  arm 
The  joys  he  is  bringing  to  me. 

Sometimes  he  may  bring  happiness, 
Sometimes  the  news  is  dark  and  sad, 
Sometimes  'tis  the  jolliest  ever, 
And  surely  that  makes  me  glad. 

When  letters  are  long,  long  overdue 

I  grow  impatient, but  should  know  better, 

For  out  of  his  pack  as  he  calls  at  my  door 
Comes  my  looked  for,  dreamed  of  letter. 

Oh  faithful  and  trusty  is  the  postie-man, 
In  summer's  heat  or  in  winter's  snow 
He  does  his  best  for  foe  or  friend, 
That's  why  we  all  admire  him  so. 


WE  TWO 

Golden  words  will  bind  together 

We  Two. 
Golden  dreams  through  cloudless  weather 

Just  we  two. 
Golden  words  he  spoke  to  me 
Of  the  joys  that  are  to  be 

When  we  are  "One." 

Golden  moments  will  come  true 
When  I  have  given  my  heart  to  you 
My  Dear  One. 

We  will  share  happiness  and  sorrow 
We  know  will  surely  come  some  morrow 

To  us  too. 
God  bless  and  keep  "We  Two." 
Under  Thy  sheltering  wing, 
In  time  of  storm  or  care  or  strain 
In  love  may  we  to  each  other  cling — 
Just  "We  Two." 

(Written  for  a  friend  on  her  wedding  day). 


TRANSFORMATION 

God  made  a  man, 
Man  sang  a  ditty, 
Ditty  caused  a  laughter, 
Laughter  caused  a  sorrow, 
Sorrow  caused  regret. 

Regret's  the  thing 
That  burns  ana  stings, 
And  takes  the  joy 
Out  of  everything. 
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OLD  SONG  TITLES  WE   LOVE,  IN   POETICAL  FORM 

The  beautiful  garden  of  prayer 
I  view  with  longing  eyes, 
Master  let  me  walk  with  Thee 
When  morning  gilds  the  skies. 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
I  humbly  bow  to  Thee, 
Softly  and  tenderly  Jesus  is  calling 
"Follow  me,  follow  me." 

God  leads  us  along 

The  unclouded  day. 

Oh!   for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

There  is  glory  on  the  homeward  way. 

Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus 
Beside  Blue  Galilee. 
Jesus  Thou  Divine  Companion 
I  gave  my  life  to  Thee. 

In  heavenly  love  abiding 

Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 

The  day  Thou  lendest  Lord  is  ended. 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing! 

The  sweet  old  songs  I  heard  my  mother  sing, 
There  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Still  sweeter  every  day. 

Rescue  the  perishing, 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

In  the  secret  of  His  presence, 

There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day. 

At  the  fountain  of  life, 
Open  mine  eyes  that  I  may  see, 
In  the  gladness  of  the  morning, 
My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee. 

Must  I  go  an  empty  handed. 
Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 
When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder, 
Is  my  name  written  there? 

Ere  the  sun  goes  down, 
Arise  and  shine, 
Make  somebody  happy  to-day, 
O,  Saviour  divine. 

Love  opened  wide  the  door, 
Over  the  way, 
I  shall  dwell  forever  there, 
Some  happy  day. 


Oh!    Lord  take  care  of  me 

At  work,  or  rest  or  play, 
In  the  narrow  path  my  footsteps  guide, 

Wherever  I  am  to-day.         Amen. 
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JESSICA   DRAGONETTE 

Golden  voiced  little  lady  of  song, 
Thrilling  thousands  with  delicious  ecstasy. 
Dainty,  yea  charming 
With  dignified  grace 
And  glorious  tranquility. 

Your  soft  lyric  voice 
Coming  into  my  home 
Through  the  ether  mystically, 
A  tangle  of  lovely  song, 
Brings  solace  and  pleasure 
From  the  common  world's  mart, 
Dispelling  care  and  worry  adrift 
Into  agreeable  nothingness. 

In  cadence  sweet  your  charmed  voice 

To  me  comes  clear,  hovering 

And  floating  pleasingly 

Entrancing,  as  I  sit  with 

Precious  thoughts  and  soul  attuned  to  you 

In  one  grand  harmony. 

(Dedicated  to  Jessica  Dragonette,  New  York  City) 


TRUE   FRIENDSHIP 

Friendship  is  like  a  jewel  rare, 

Your  heart-felt  grief  a  friend  will  share, 

In  the  hour  of  deepest  pain 

Their  love  for  you  helps  bear  life's  strain. 

Whether  you  have  success  or  loss 

In  business  paths,  or  family  jar, 
This  love  so  true,  loyal  and  bold 

Will  firmly  stand  a  great  stronghold. 

A  friend's  a  friend,  when  you  depend 

On  this  friend  for  friendship, 
And  you  can  trust  this  friend  alway,  though 

Others  prove  false,  unchanged  they  stay. 

A  friend's  a  friend  till  journey's  end, 
If  they've  proven  their  worth  true-blue. 

While  some  forsake  and  others  deceive 
These  real  friends  will  remain  true. 

(Dedicated  to  my  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Chris  Crowe, 
Fonthill,  Ontario) 


Use  my  lips  that  I  may  press  them  gently  to    a   dear 

baby's  face,  one  of  God's  sweet  flowers then  let  me 

speak  words  of  comfort  to  ones  who  need  me  in  trial,  who 
are  waiting  for  just  those  words. 
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SOLDIER    BOY 

Soldier  boy,  soldier  boy, 
With  a  heart  that  is  staunch  and  true, 
Your  country's  ideals  you  must  protect 
And  the  stars  and  stripes,  red  and  blue. 

Soldier  boys  are  bright  and  cheery, 
Happy  and  often  gay, 
Fearless,  dauntless  for  duty 
To  the  good  land,  U.  S.  A. 

Rubinoff  and  his  violin 
Brings  rich  music  and  great  joy, 
But  for  valor  brave  untiring 
Stands  the  U.  S.  soldier  boy! 

Major  Bowes  gives  a  perfect  treat 
With  amateurs  pleased  and  coy, 
But  for  wise  determination 
Stands  the  U.  S.  soldier  boy. 

Cheerio's  program  is  quite  unique, 
And  brings  pleasure  to  us  each  day, 
But  for  a  great  example  of  manhood 
Stands  the  soldier  boy  of  U.  S.  A. 

(With  apologies  and  love  to  our  own  brave 
soldier  boys;  written  for  a  friend,  not  a 
nation,  by  one  who  loves  her  own  country 
but  respects  other  countries.) 


SPRING   MELODY 

Long  we've  waited  through  weary  days 

For  you  sweet  spring, 

Now  we  welcome  you  with  joy, 

And  thank  you  for  the  gifts  you  bring. 

We  hear  you  coming  silently 

Tripping  down  the  hill. 

Scattering  sunshine  for  flowery  things, 

Crocuses,  daisies  and  birds  that  sing. 

You've  called  out  the  rabbits 

And    waked   up   the   coon, 

Disturbed  kitty-willows 

By  the  sleepy  lagoon. 

You   blow  warm  winds  gently 
Along  as  you  pass, 
And  bring  baby  lambs  scampering 
Out  for  green  grass. 

Mauve  and  white  crocuses  shyly 
Caressing  April-drip  tears 
Fulfills  to  us  the  promise 
That  spring  is  really  here. 
Modest  violets,  capped  in  blue, 
Nod  teasingly,  laughing  at  you, 
But  you're  so  welcome  we  shout  and  sing! 
Good-bye  to  winter!   Oh!   joyous  spring! 
22 


ROBIN'S   RETURNING 

Well-groomed  red-breasted  vagabonds 
From  the  Southland  returning. 
Stopped  at  our  place  to-day,  to  see 
If  we'd  kept  the  home  fires  burning. 

They  find  they  are  so  welcome 

Coming  back  here  to  stay, 

Visiting  old  familiar  haunts,  where  winter's 

Cold  blast  had  once  held  sway. 

They're  here,  I'm  sure,  too  early, 

For  chill  winds  retard  spring's  happiness  so. 

Suddenly  a  rough  storm  may  come,  then  they 

Might  wade  knee-deep  in  snow. 

Joyous  they  promenade  around  quite  undisturbed, 

Busy  with  bird-lore  entrancing. 

Soon  they'll  sing  sweetly  morning  and  even 

love-songs 
As  April  rain  in  puddles  are  dancing. 
I  knew  they'd  fly  northward  again  in  the  spring, 
To  greet  all  the  flowers 
And  make  the  woods  ring 
When  they  sing! 

*      *      *      * 

A  FANTASY 

I  slipped  quietly  out  in  the  garden's  greenery  early  this 
morning  when  no  one  was  around  and  caught  a 
bright  sunbeam  kissing  a  dark  red  rose  on  its  cheek 
of  velvet. 

Near  me  sat  Mr.  Robin,  looking  wise  and  peeping  and  listen- 
ing, so  I  told  him  what  I  had  seen  and  he  flew  joy- 
ously with  the  secret  to  the  greenwood  and  told  a 
band  of  fairies  gathered  on  a  fern  bank  under  an 
acorn  tree. 

Some  were  sitting  on  white  haired  dandelions,  others  on  the 
caps  of  acorn  nuts  counting  and  stringing  fern 
seeds  for  necklaces  on  golden  threads  from  the 
moon's  silvery  gleam,  with  a  quill  from  a  bluejay's 
wing. 

When  the  fairies  heard  the  secret  they  sang  and  danced 
in  glee  on  little  spider  webs  jingling  with  dew- 
drops,  and  with  the  thorns  from  the  wild  hawthorne 
they  played  on  silver  wind  harps. 

After  the  gaiety  they  all  gathered  up  their  little  gossamer 
skirts  of  opalescent  green  gauze  and  scampered  to 
the  May-apple  stools  and  sat  cautiously  watching 
dear  Mr.  Robin. 

Then  he  sang  a  sweet  carol  to  the  morning  and  for  all  his 
feather  friends,  and  then  flew  back  to  the  garden 
among  the  other  birds  and  flowers,  but  he  felt  so 
ashamed  because  Mrs.  Robin  saw  him  go  while  she 
sat  on  her  tiny  eggs  of  blue,  and  after  he  was  gone 
she  told  the  pansies,  iris  and  delphinium  what  he 
had  gone  for,  then  he  had  to  sing  and  sing  to  the 
morning  sun,  sweeter  songs  than  ever  before,  as  an 
apology  to  the  sunbeam,  and  the  rose,  that  he  would 
always  keep  their  love  a  secret  and  stay  and  sing 
and  caress  his  lady  fair. 
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SEED  TIME 

A  thought  conceived 

Grew  into  a  word 
And  comforted  warmly 

The  heart  of  a  friend. 

A  kind  word  spoken 

Grew  like  sunbeams, 
Which   spent  their  glory 

Dispelling  futile  desires. 

A  loving  deed  attempted 
Grew  like  beautiful  roses, 

Cuddling   cosily   their   perfume 
For  a  lonely  heart. 

(Dedicated  to  Mrs.  C.  L.  Bowling,  Hon. 
Sec.  of  British  Empire  Union,  England). 


OUR    LIFE  A  STAGE 

All  life  in  drama  plays  a  part 
Upon  the  stage,  which  is  the  heart. 

If  happiness  we  would  confine 
Sunshine  and  joy  we  must  combine. 

But  sorrow  mars  this  joyful  play 
And  steals  our  brightest  hours  away. 

If  we  would  banish  fear  and  doubt 
Sin  must  remain  forever  out. 

Players  of  worth,  faith,  hope  and  cheer 
In  garbs  of  trust  will  oft  appear. 

At  last  in  answer  to  His  calls 

Life's  drama  ends,  the  curtain  falls. 


LONGING 

God  implanted  in  the  heart  of  me 
A  passion  that  yearns 
For  flower  and  leafy  tree. 
Star-dust  gentle  silvery  gleam, 
Doves  soft  cooing  at  even-glow, 
Sparkling  rime  clinging  to  evergreens, 
A  sight  rare  elegance. 
Swiftly  falling  April  rain 
Splashing,    clashing   on    window-pane, 
A  gypsy  caravan  in  which  to  roam 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  far  far  from  home. 

All  this  longing  I  surely  can  see 

Will  be  satisfied  only 

When  I  rest  caressed  by  Thee. 
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RETROSPECTION 

Summer, memories, 

A  vanished  enchantment, 
Once  beautiful  days. 

Ribbon  shadows  caressed  by  a  July  moon, 

A  robin's  love  call  at  even, 

Picnic  in  the  wild  wood  where  fickle  appetite  is 
teased  to  ecstasy, 

Coquettish  butterflies  sipping  nectar  from  flower 
to  flower, 

A  stream  where  trout  convincingly  invite  anxious 
patience, 

Lolling  on  the  beach  under  a  golden  sun  in  joyous 
contentment, 

Glorious  unison  of  perfume  wafting  from  the  flowers, 

Doves'  soft  cooing  in  the  distant  sycamore  tree, 

Bring  to  me  increasing  joys,  draping  my  soul  in 
ceaseless  thought  as  summer  vanishes,  and 
autumn  wraps  me  round  in  its  charmed  em- 
brace. 

#       *       *       * 

LITTLE  CHEERIO   BIRD 

I  once  had  a  golden  canary, 
A  blithe  wee  birdie  was  he. 
His  gay  song  through  days  long 
Brought  magical  joys  to  me. 

When  the  days  were  dull  and  grey 
And  the  sun  was  hid  from  sight 
Still  I  could  hear  my  birdie  say 
"Cheerio!"  like  a  sunbeam  bright. 

No  task  seemed  as  sad  and  long 
When  I  heard  this  joyous  song. 
Round  the  house  wherever  I'd  go 
I  could  still  hear  his  "Cheerio!" 

I  was  never  lonely  when  he  sang  for  me, 
My  little  golden  chorister. 
Why! how  could  I  be? 

*       *       *       * 

WILD  DUCKS 

Flutter,  swish  as  they  pass  by, 
See  wild  ducks  flying  in  the  sky, 
Skimming  the  shore  in  weaving  flight, 
Quacking,  quacking  in  joyful  loveliness. 

Beauty  of  the  north  is  yours, 
Waters  calm,  azure  blue,  so  undisturbed 
You  are,  and  free  until  the  huntsman 
Mischievously  interferes. 

Your  life  seems  then  a  busy  whirl, 
Chased  about  from  shore  to  shore, 
Then  a  loud  report  of  the  rifle  cracks 
And  you  fall  a  prey  to  ruthless  valor. 
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THE    BIRD'S   NEST 

Gathered  twigs  and  strands  of  love 
Laced  in  with  gold  and  blue, 
Little  dream  rilled  cosiness 
Is  the  sweetest  name  for  you. 

Colored  fringe  and  bits  of  wool, 
Most  anything  in  sight, 
You  gladly  cherish  and  adore 
For  a  nook  is  your  delight. 

I  watch  you  build  this  tiny  nest, 
Such  mystery  you've  concealed, 
In  and  out  and  all  around 
Secrets  are  not  revealed. 
But  your  plans  I  can  guess, 
This  morning  I  could  see 
Mother  birdie  with  roguish  eye 
Look  mischievously  at  me. 

Three  little  eggs,  now  reality. 
And  just  like  heaven's  blue, 
Lovingly  they  watch  with  joy 
God's  miracle  coming  true. 
Fluffy  birdlets  snuggle  close 
While  pillowed  in  the  trees. 
As  mother  sings  fond  lullabies 
In  the  soft  warm  evening  breeze. 
*       *       *       * 
IN    LOVE'S  GARDEN 

In  a  sunlit  garden 
I  sit  there  and  dream  dear  of  you, 
'Twas  there  I  told  you  I  loved  you. 
Then  we  plighted  our  troth  to  be  true. 

(Chorus) 

Darling  I  love  you  sincerely, 
You  are  a  rose  fair  to  see. 
Sweeter  than  all  other  flowers 
That  bloom  in  the  garden  for  me. 
Fairer,  yes  fairer,  than  sunbeams 
That  shine  in  the  garden  for  me. 

The  garden  was  hedged  round  with  kindness, 
And  flowers  smiled  all  day  long, 
But  cares  of  my  life  seemed  to  vanish 
When  I  heard  your  happy  gay  song. 

The  dew  and  the  flowers  commingled 
With  the  sun  and  the  stars  and  the  rain, 
In  loveliness  gentle  and  tender 
While  the  birds  sang  their  morning  refrain. 

I  know  we'll  be  sweethearts  forever 
As  long  as  the  moon  will  shine. 
And  we  will  be  faithful  my  darling 
For  I'm  yours  and  you  are  all  mine. 

The  squarest  thing  in  a  round  world, 

Is  a  square  deal. 
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BITS  OF  PHILOSOPHY 

Think  lovely  things, 

And  they  will  return  to  you 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  spring. 

Think  wrong  things,  • 

And  they  will  return  to  you 
Like  poison  darts. 

Think  of  fear, 

And  it  will  return  to  you 
A  horrible  nightmare. 

Think  of  trouble, 

And  it  will  be  waiting  for  you 
At  every  bend  of  the  road. 

Think  of  charity, 

And  it  will  return  to  you 
A  real  satisfaction. 

Think  kind  thoughts, 

And  they  will  return  to  you 
Like  a  boomerang. 

*  *       *       * 

ARMISTICE  DAY,  NOVEMBER  11th 

With  bowed  heads  we  pause  on  the  busy  threshold  of  life  to 

pay  tribute  to  our  glorious  dead. 
What  have  we  done  in  our  small  way  to  stop  the  carnage 

of  war,  with  its  terrible  suffering,  and  cry  from  our 

heart  of  hearts — 
"Oh!  God  may  it  never  come  again;  awaken  us  to  our  great 

responsibility,  and  soften  the  heart  of  man;  help  us 

to  live  above  strife." 
Beneath  a  sky  of  deep  clear  blue  poppies  still  smile  and 

wave  in  the  breeze,  —  and    a   cross,  —  marks    each 

grave  of  sacrifice. 
Oh!  the  emptiness  of  a  heart  for  one  away;  what  matter  if 

the  poppies  do  bloom  again  in  the  spring, 
And  the  next  spring, 
A  father,  a  son,  a  lover  will  not  be  here  to  see  them. 

*  *       *       * 
WILLINGNESS 

May  I  help  to-day 

To  make  someone 
Joyously  happy  and  gay 

Along  the  road  of  time? 

'Tis  then  I'll  bring 

A  word  of  hope 
And  lovingly  sing 

A  song  of  ecstasy. 

To  those  in  fear 

And  torments  rude 
God's  comforting  words 

I'll  tell  so  dear. 

A  balm  for  aching  hearts. 
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LAKE  AHMIC 

I'll  always  love  you  dear  Lake  Ahmic, 
An  unknown  spell  you've  cast  o'er  me. 
Tattered  thoughts  take  wing  gladly 
In  your  calm  tranquility. 

When  you  grow  a  little  naughty 
Then  you  tumble  and  roar  and  sing. 
Wavelets  chasing  golden   sunbeams 
With  soothing  bliss  that's  comforting. 

Dear  Lake  Ahmic,  how  I  love  your 
Diamond  crested  waves  of  foam, 
Splashing,  sparkling,  tossing  breakers, 
Calling  sea-gulls  to  their  home. 

Home  of  loon,  and  graceful  partridge, 
Spruce  and  cedar  and  maple  tree, 
Porcupine  and  deer  fleet-footed, 
All  this  beauty  for  you, for  me. 

If  your  language  I  could  guess 
Surely  secrets  of  north  winds  you'd  tell, 
Won't  you  whisper  me  your  magic 
As  you  cast  o'er  me  this  lovely  spell? 


MAGIC  SPRING 

When  birds  fly  northward  again 
Flowers  peep  up  at  the  sky, 
And  you're  languid  and  lonesome  and  tired. 
Then  spring's  welcome  you  can't  deny, 
As  spring  comes  coquetting  around. 

The  warm  spring  rain  bathes  the  earth  anew 

while  I  open  my  window, 
And  spring  trips  along. 

Then  the  sweet  refrain  of  the  red,  red  robin 
Cheers  my  heart  with  his  magical  song 
As  spring  comes  coquetting  around. 

Spring  will  abide  through  all  the  year, 

If  in  the  game  of  life,  you  play  a  true  part; 

Like  the  robin's  song  and  early  flowers 

Will  bring  welcome  joy  to  your  longing  heart, 

As  spring  comes  coquetting  around. 


TO  A  WILFUL  SUNFLOWER 

My  quiet  garden  faces  north  and  south, 
But  your  golden  head,  so  wilful  faces  east, 
How  can  you  show  disloyalty? 
You  might  glance  round  sometimes  at  least. 

At  daybreak  when  the  sun  peeps  up 
Above  the  morning's  rim,  and  even  on  through  day, 
I  know  you  must  look  east,  but  don't  you  think 
Your  beaming  face  might  turn  just  once  my  way? 

4c  ft  *  * 

The  most  valuable  book  in  the  world  is  the  Bible. 

28 


MAY    EVENING 

I  was  thrilled  to  the  depths  of  my  being  with  birds'  com- 
bined choirs  singing  praise  and  love  at  sunset. 

The  burnished  golden  moon  sank  down  into  a  vale  of  misty- 
blue,  throwing  crimson  shafts  of  light  on  my  face; 
first  one  robin  called  good-night  to  its  sweetheart 
and  then  another  in  May-time  joyousness. 

The  villagers,  with  work  finished  for  the  day,  wearily  plod- 
ded home  to  rest  and  loved  ones, 

Strung  high,  the  thin  crescent  moon  beamed  as  though 
to  vie  with  the  quick  disappearing  sunset,  the  soft 
sweet  perfume  of  lilac  and  fresh  grass  and  rich  up- 
turned earth  in  readiness  for  planting  came  as  a 
stimulus  to  faded  and  over-wrought  nerves. 

Maytime  is  blossom  time,  if  we  may  catch  the  gleam  in  our 
soul  of  God's  greatness  and  His  beauty  to  and  for 
our  benefit  and  pleasure; 

Maytime  is  lover's  time  as  it  grows  and  ripens  into  beauty 
and  one-ness  with  God. 

Twilight  descends  on  the  earth,  and  now  just  a  faint  twitter 
from  sleepy  birds  as  they  are  getting  settled  and  se- 
cure for  the  night; 

Slowly  the  shadows  of  the  night  fall  down  and  wrap  me 
around  in  its  embrace,  and  silence  holds  all  in  a 
coverlet  of  tranquility,  as  we  are  lulled  to  sleep  by 
the  fragrance  and  beauty  of  a  May  night. 

It  leaves  in  our  memory  a  golden,  crimson  and  blue  sunset 
to  ponder  over  and  cherish. 

May  God  in  His  infinite  wisdom  and  love  help  us  to  take 
notice  of  all  His  wonderful  nature,  trees,  flowers 
and  birds;  these  are  the  visible  things  of  God,  thus 
so  the  invisible  things  of  God  must  be  taken  by  faith. 


THE  ROSE 

One  perfect  rose, 
Fair  harbinger  of  summer! 
Your  perfume  lingers  on  the  breeze 
While  we  are  wrapped  in  slumber. 
Long  have  you  been  the  flower  of  England, 
Emblem  staunchly  admired  and  true, 
So  we  as  children  of  the  mother  country 
Gladly  adore  and  love  you  too. 
Velvet  petals  tinted  by  unseen  hand 
Of  wind,  and  rain  and  sun. 
Fairy  breezes  skip  from  flower  to  flower 
With  joy  when  day  is  done. 
The  bride  appears  in  her  wedding  gown, 
Her  bouquet,  white  heather  and  rose. 
She  vows  to  "love  forever  her  mate" 
While  the  organ  throbs  and  soft  music  flows. 
It  is  God's  gift  to  me,  the  rose! 
I  love  them,  and  thus  he  shows 
His  miracle,  so  then  I  know  my  garden  would 
A  desert  be,  did  they  not  grow. 
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BIRD    CARES 

I  wonder  if  birds  see  us  as  we  see  them? 

I'm  sure  distressed  they  must  be, 
At  all  the  misery  and  unkindliness 

To  each  other  we  show  so  free? 
Bird  cares  to  us  seem  very  small, 

For  the  Lord  provides  their  need, 
They're  happy  and  free  and  each  other  love, 

So  dear  friends,  why  not  we? 

•  *       *       * 

A   NEW   YEAR 

Among  the  pages  of  my  life  I'll  try  to  keep 

A  leaf  so  clean  and  bright,  from  blots 

And  stain  of  all  selfish  things 

In  loyal  trust  for  others'  gains. 

I'll  guard  this  leaf  with  precious  care, 

So  I  won't  mar  with  anger  or  unfaithfulness, 

Inviting  joy  and  love  to  sweetly  abide. 

Printed  on  this  leaf  close  side  "by  side. 

Then  when  the  Great  Accountant  opens  up 

The  Book,  and  sees  my  deeds  so  patiently  done, 

With  kindliness  and  gentle  touch  He'll  say, 

I  know! 
"Fear  not  frail  child,  I've  helped  you  keep  this 
leaf  as  white  as  snow." 

*  *       *       * 

LOST  OPPORTUNITIES 
We  say  "to-morrow  we 
Will  do  something" 

But  to-day, 

It  is  still  undone. 

The  kind  word  spoken,  —  — 

A  loving  deed, 

But  alas,  no  merit 

We've  won, 

We  say  "to-morrow 

I  shall  speak  this  word, 

But  to-day, 

Our  duties  are  great, 

The  deed  we  set  for  to-morrow 
To-day  it  still  remains,  —  — 
And  the  time  we  set  for  its  doing 
Passed  by  and  did  not  wait. 
So  to-day,  —  if  your  heart  dreams  of  kindness, 
Let  your  will  perform  the  deed, 
For  there  may  be  one  around  life's  corner, 

Of  love  and  hope, in  need. 

(Dedicated  to  my  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Jessie  Moser, 

Glendale,  California,  U.  S.  A.) 

*       *       *       * 

December  placed  a  snow-white  kiss  on  the  earth  last  night, 

as  pure  as  a  baby's  smile, 
And  fluffy  as  down  on  a  gosling's  breast, 
And  free  as  air  from  enmity  and  guile. 
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MIND  PICTURES 

May  I  take  time  to  hear  and  see  to-day 
Many  wonderful  things  that  pass  my  way. 

Beauty  on  a  dear  old  lady's  face. 

Blush  on  a  red  rose  kissed  by  the  dew. 

An  old  oaken  bucket  used  to  draw  water  from  a 

deep  well. 
Sky,  waved  with  ever  changing  colors  of  the 

sunset. 
New-born  baby's  tiny  hands. 
Some  sweet  enchanting  melody. 
Upturned  pansy-face  smiling  at  the  sun. 
Soft  lamp-light  shining  through  a  window  on  a 

stormy  night. 
Children's  innocent  laughter  in  play. 
The  still  small  voice  of  God. 
The  milky  way  across  a  path  of  stars. 
Something  good  about  someone. 
Beauty  of  God's  trees  and   flowers. 
The  great  big  world  God  made. 
A  mother  sheep  with  tiny  lambs. 
A  dear  old-fashioned  garden. 
The  pure  white  snow. 

After  I've  seen  and  heard  all  these  beautiful 

things  on  my  way, 
May  I  think, to  thank  God  for  them 

When  I  pray. 

#  *       *       * 

Be  still  and  know  that  I  am  God.       (Bible). 

God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life.     John  3:  16.     (Bible). 

*  *       *       * 

TO    MY    MOTHER 

A  girl  needs  a  mother's  guiding  hand. 

Some  are  kind,  but  don't  understand 

A  mother's  love  so  strong,  so  bold, 

A  bulwark  secure,  a  firm  stronghold. 

God  took  her  when  I  needed  her 

To  those  realms  of  endless  day, 

Now  she's  singing  with  the  angel-choirs 

In  that  brightness  far  away. 

I  want  to  go  where  mother  dear 

Has  long  since  led  the  way, 

She  would  have  me  be  with  her 

When  I  leave  this  world  to  stay. 

He  piloted  me  through  the  trying  years  as  a  child, 

Now  full  grown,  through  storms  and  turmoils 

Which  beset  me  on  my  pathway  alone, 

Though  I  could  not  see  His  aim 

When  He  took  away  the  flower  of  his  choice, 

Transplanting  it  into  His  gardens  fair. 

Listen!  methinks  I  might  hear  her  voice. 

(Dedicated  to  the  memory  of  my  dear  mother) 
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SINCE  YOU  WENT  AWAY 

A  door  closed  silently  tor  me  when  you  went  away, 

I  think  kindly  of  you  in  the  mornings,  and  again  at  the 
close  of  day. 

In  the  spirit  of  poesy,  lovely  times  we  spent, 

You  understood  my  troubles  and  my  flighty  discontent. 

When  the  gentle  moon  in  splendor  beamed  down  on  the 
garden  and   lawn, 

It  was  June  in  our  hearts  and  on  our  lips  was  a  song. 

Other  folks'  quibble  interested  us  not,  for  we  were  buried 
in  poesy  thought. 

With  the  world  I  had  a  small  part,  but  was  often  inspired 
by  your  courageous  heart. 

We  had  a  few  warm  sips  of  tea  to  feel  we  were  an  affinity. 

Sometimes  I  feel  a-tugging  at  my  heart,  and  before  I  know 
it  the  tear  drops  start  a-down  my  cheeks  like 
gentle  summer's  rain,  and  I  have  cause  for  mom- 
ents of  pain,  knowing  these  lovely  times  will  never 
come  again, 

But  memory  with  a  golden  chain  can  link  our  spirits  sweet. 

The  birds  still  twitter  at  my  door,  and  the  sun  streams 
down  just  the  same  as  before  you  went  away,  but 
the  lovely  old  apple-tree  over  the  fence  to  the 
woodman's  axe  has  fallen  low,  and  instead  of  blos- 
soms just  pure  white  snow  covers  the  ground, 
where  once  grew  flowers  grand  and  gay. 

Now  dear  I  was  your  friend,  one  on  whom  you  could  depend 
for  comforting  cheer  and  love, 

May  God  unite  our  spirits  at  the  throne  of  grace,  when 
pleading  petitions  great  or  small; 

We  had  true  friendship,  peace,  dear  Lord,  which  embraced 
all. 

The  world  seemed  sad  to  me  dear  when  you  went  away. 

(Written  to  my  dear  Poetess  Friend) 


JOY 

All  my  heart  in  tune  is  singing 
With  the  birds  whose 
Notes  are  winging 
Love  to  you. 

With  joy  our  hearts 

Will  be  a-tingling, 

When  the  bells  in  the  church  are  ringing 

For  you  and  me. 

All  dull  cares  away 

Will  be  flinging, 

And  as  one  we  will  be  clinging 

Sweetheart,  you  and  I. 


There  is  always  sweetness  in  the  heart  of  a  flower, 
The  bees  find  it  there. 
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WHAT  I   SEE  FROM   MY  WINDOW 

Little  children  romping  in  innocent  play. 

A  lovely  garden  where  the  sun  streams  down  all  day,  lacing 
shadows  in  and  out,  playing  peek-a-boo  through  the 
vines  and  trees. 

A  carpet  of  dandelions  blazing  out  their  glory  to  the  morn- 
ing sun,  each  little  flower  singing  us  thanks  for  sun- 
shine, dew,  soft  winds  and  rain. 

A  pretty  black  and  white  kitten  chasing  a  bit  of  paper  in 
gleeful  playfulness. 

A  tall  dear  old  lady  in  snowy  white  waist-band  pinnie  and 
gingham  dress,  (not  of  this  generation),  watering 
her  thirsty  flowers  which  grow  delightfully  in  a  win- 
dow box. 

Roses  in  pastel  shades,  queen  of  the  garden,  in  each  heart 
a  drop  of  dew  cosily  nestled  for  thirsty  butterflies 
morning  drink,  rose's  perfume  in  early  morning  nec- 
tar for  the  gods,  faint,  glorious,  distinctive. 

Over  all  a  gentle  delicious  breeze  wafting  in  my  window, 
bringing  a  blending  aroma  of  honey-suckle,  verbena, 
roses  and  stocks,  and  the  gulls  from  Lake  Ontario 
flying  against  a  sky  of  blue,  circle,  and  then  float 
over  the  city,  and  my  garden,  their  beady  eyes  spy- 
ing out  dainty  morsels  of  food. 

Then  when  days  are  cool,  curls  of  silvery  smoke  seeming- 
ly one  to  rival  the  other  in  height,  go  eagerly  higher 
into  speedy  nothingness. 

But  I  turn  lazily  away  into  day  dreams. 


A  MELODY  DIVINE 

Christ  died  that  I  might  live  again 

With  Him  in  heaven  glorified, 
My  soul  redeemed,  all  joy  is  mine, 

The  melody  of  Him  divine. 

(Chorus) 
My  song  a  melody  of  love, 

A  message  sent  from  heaven  above, 
Christ  died  in  love  on  Calvary, 

That's  why  I  sing  this  melody. 

The  Saviour's  blood  has  power  to  save, 
God  to  the  world  this  message  gave, 

How  can  we  now  this  love  disdain, 
Cast  it  away  for  this  world's  gain? 

In  anxiousness  the  Father  waits 
With  outstretched  arms  and  heart  of  love, 

Come  weary  child,  come  home  to  me 
And  dwell  in  joy  eternally. 

(Dedicated  to  the  leader  of  The  Gideon  Choir,  Mr.  J.  Beech, 

Mrs.  Vera  Norwood  Meldrum,  Organist,  Mrs.  Laura 

Lloyd,  Pianist,  and  all  the  members  of  the  choir.) 
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A   SECRET 

When  it's  sunny  my  heart  is  singing 
Like  woodland  echoes  gaily  ringing, 

But  when  cruel  words  come  stinging 
My  heart  in  gloom  despairs. 
When  dull  days  come  winging 
All  my  courage  away  goes  flinging, 

But  my  heart  will  still  keep  clinging 

To  a  promise  true, divine. 

And  so  I  am  possessing  a  cherished 
Hope,  confessing  all  this  joy, 
Fondly  caressing  a 
Melody  sweet  divine. 


SPRING  HAS  COME  TO  OUR  TOWN 

Oh!  spring  has  come  to  our  town! 
Look!    tulip  spears  pierce  the  ground, 
Crocus,  snowdrops  smile  and  say  with  daffodils 
"What  a  world  of  beauty  we  have  found." 
When  spring  comes  to  our  town! 
Happy  birds  joyously  bring  tidings 
Of  golden  hours,  and  greening  leafy  bowers, 
In  the  spring,  Oh!   lovely  spring! 

Oh!  spring  has  come  to  our  town! 
With  a  wealth  of  noise  and  shout! 
Children  laughing  gaily, 
Pleased  when  school  is  out. 
When  spring  comes  to  our  town 
We  smell  teasing  April  rain, 
While  wafting  breezes  bring  perfume 

that  pleases 
Our  heart,  Oh!  beautiful  spring  again! 


TO  CHUBBY  OUR    LITTLE   DOG 

Kind  eyed  doggie  with  curly  tail, 

Chubby  is  his  name. 
Into  trouble  he's  sometimes  found, 

Which  puts  him  in  miserable  shame. 

With  ears  turned  down 

He  looks  demure, 
But  when  we  speak  in  accents  mild 

He's  chummy,  chummy,  sure. 

He  is  a  cute  wee  spotted  dog, 

We  take  him  for  walks  on  a  tether, 

He  loves  to  run  and  play  outdoors 
In  most  any  kind  of  weather. 


Last  night  I  hung  my  love  for  you  on  the  tip  of  a 

swallow's  wing, 
And  hope  it  flies  with  it  straight  to  your  heart. 
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BABY  DEAR 

Another  little  birdlet  to  chirp  and  sing 
Has  come  to  our  city  this  early  spring, 
Not  very  far  away,  so  comfy  in  its  dream  home 
Where  it  will  love  to  stay. 

You  will  embrace  the  rose-buds, 

The  bees  and  butterflies. 

A  long,  long  way  you've  come  my  dear 

Out  from  the  blue,  blue  skies. 

Precious  tiny  wonderment, 
Star-dust  sprinkled  your  bonny  hair, 
And  beauty  blends  with  smiling  eyes  and 

cunning  ways, 
A  bundle  of  sweetness  so  rare. 

God's  gift  to  you,  this  wee  darling, 
A  treasure  sent  from  heaven  above. 
God  keep  it,  and  you  kind  friend 
Safe  in  His  arms  of  love. 

(Written  and  dedicated  to  a  friend). 


WANDERINGS  IN  AUGUST 

I  love  to  walk  the  meadows  deep  and  wide 
In  clover  bloom  and  August  haze  a  mist  of  eerie  light, 
The  drone  of  the  bees  with  golden  cushioned  feet, 
A  pleasing  sight. 

Yellow  daisies  look  with  sanctimonious  eyes 
At  the  sun,  while  swallows  sweep  the 
Distance  with  homing  wings 
And  far  off  voices  call  me  sweetly  home. 

One  lone  frail  lamb  astray  upon  the  hills 
Touches  my  heart  with  tenderness,  and  in  a  valley 
A  quiet  stream  winds  on  its  indolent  way 
As  it  flows  onward  to  the  sea. 

Cacades  hum  a  melancholy  tune  to  the  drowsy  airs 

of  August, 
While  fickle  butterflies  taste  of  the  honeyed  flowers, 
And  faintly  I  hear  the  village  church  bells 

As  I  go  down  the  hills  to  home, 

And  night. 


SMILES 

Find  a  dear  sweet  corner, 
In  it  plant  a  smile. 

Watch  it  grow  and  blossom 
To  flowers  that  are  worth-while. 
Let  the  flowers  scatter  seeds 
By  wind  on  pleasure  bent, 

They'll  bring  joy  to  countless  lives 
And  it  will  not  cost  a  cent. 
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GOD'S  SUMMERLAND 

Soon  our  souls  will  cease  repining 
In  that  summerland  of  love, 
And  we'll  cease  all  futile  striving 
In  those  mansions  fair  ahove. 

Beyond  all  earthly  care  and  fear 
And  sin  we  will  he  free, 
To  he  at  peace  in  God's  summertime 
At  His  command  we'll  be. 

We  will  see  the  ones  we  loved, 
Though  just  gone  on  before. 
They'll  be  waiting  us  to  come, 
Just  inside  the  door. 

Angel-choirs  in  that  summerland 

Are  kept  in  tune  by  God, 

With  harmony  and  love,  their  glorious  theme, 

From  earthward  they  have  trod. 


THE   SAUCY   SPARROW 

In  and  out  everywhere,  fly  saucy  sparrows, 
Nor  do  they  care 

Whether  wind,  hail  or  rain,  or  if 
Frost  rests  on  the  window-pane. 

If  things  are  not  choice  in  my  garden 
They  sample  the  things  elsewhere, 
Strutting  and  preening  so  nervy 
And  nipping  at  things  that  are  rare. 

Perky  as  you  like,  they  are, 
Hopping  about  from  tree  to  tree, 
Or  in  my  neighbor's  yard  they  eat, 
Feasting  lavishly  on  their  treat. 

Sparrows  are  such  silly  birds 

And  rascals  everyone; 

Other  birds  can't  get  a  chance 

For  they  grab  the  most  choice  crumbs. 


MY  PREDICAMENT 

My  heart  one  day  was  quite  downcast, 

But  through  the  gloom  a  sweet  song  filtered 

through, 
So  I  cloistered  it  safe  within  my  breast 
And  kept  its  message  bright  anew. 

One  day  my  life  was  joyously  happy 

But  a  cloud  of  sorrow  over-shadowed  my  day, 

And  brought  with  it  a  train  of  fear 

Only  dispelled  by  love's  best  way. 

So  I  gathered  the  sorrow  and  miserable  gloom 
And  fastened  them  tight  with  a  strong  firm  chain, 
Then  dumped  them  all  into  waters  deep. 
Now  I  hope  they'll  never  come  bothering  me  again. 
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TEA  PARTY  OF  OLD  FRIENDS 

Friday  on  the  16th  day 

We  went  with  footsteps  fleet 

To  our  friend  Hattie's  place, 

Who  lives  on  Tisdale  Street. 

There  was  Rena  and  Eva, 

Two  Emilys  and  Hat. 

We  gathered  for  a  friendly  chat, 

Each  one  in  turn  told  some  dire  tale 

Of  troubles  and  aches 

That  make  life's  joys  fail. 

The  dainty  lunch  spread  in  white, 

Sandwiches,  ice  cream  and  cake. 

Hattie  passed  and  passed  the  plate, 

And  didn't  mind  how  much  we  ate. 

As  time  drew  near  for  going,  we 

Told  her  we  had  a  nice  afternoon. 

With  friendly  banter  and  memories  gay 

We  wended  on  our  homeward  way 

To  return,  we  hope,  again  some  day. 

We  love  our  dear  friend  Hattie, 

And  may  we  always  be 

Able  to  go  and  sit  with  her 

And  sip  a  cup  of  tea. 

(Dedicated  lovingly  to  my  dear  friend,  Hattie  Butchart) 


OUR   WATCHWORD 

Production  is  our  watchword! 

So  if  we  all  will  strive 

'Twill  make  the  task  more  easy 

For  the  Allies  to  make  their  drive. 

But  if  by  way  of  shiftless  art 

We  fail  to  do  our  best, 

May  the  wise  One  who  rules  o'er  all 

Give  us  no  peace  or  rest. 

Then  to  the  land  with  rake  and  hoe, 

And  a  happy  song  on  our  way, 

We  may  do  much  to  comfort  here 

Friends,  though  their  boys  are  far  away. 

It  greatly  behooves  each  one  of  us 

To  do  as  much  as  we  can 

For  the  welfare  of  the  nation, 

As  well  as  protection  of  man. 

Here's  to  the  boys  who  did  their  bit 

With  ne'er  a  falter  nor  quiver, 

But  dear  ones  who  lie  under  the  sod, 

May  their  souls  be  blest  forever. 

(Written  at  the  time  of  the  war — 1914). 


We  may  harness  for  power  the  mighty  Niagara, 
But  we  cannot  banish  the  sting  from  a  biting  tongue. 
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THE   DREAMER 
(Vision) 
The  dreamer  in  sleep  goes  soaring 
In  weariness,  o'er  rugged  rocks  and 
Caves,   barrenness,  stillness, 
Out  into  the  reaches  of  oblivion. 

(Reality) 
But  one  faint  whisper  1  hear 
Silently  calling  to  me, 
I  stop  and  listen,  but  from  the  echoless 

Shore, only  void. 

Is  it  some  wild  bird  screaming  in  distress? 
That  long  has  left  its  home  in  search  of  food, 
But  nay,  I  hear  the  sounds  so  clear, 
Surely  some  mother-heart  is  comforting 

birdlings   or  beast. 
It  matters  not,  instinct  is  the  same. 
Cravings,  cherised  desires,  heartaches 
Are  the  same  in  bird  and  beast,  as 
Harbored  in  the  human  breast. 

God  loves  His  creatures  great  and  small. 

(Return) 
But  the  dreamer  returns  and  finds 
The  world  still  fair  and  desirable, 
Life  still  joyous  and  all  nestlings 
Sheltered  cosy  and  warm  under  mother-wings. 

Flowers   still    bloom,   birds   fill    the    morning 

hours  with  song, 
The  sun  still  shines  over  the  landscape 
In  beautiful  beams,  bringing  radiance  and  happiness, 
A  voice  calls  some  old  familiar  greeting 
And  the  dreamer's  quest  is  over. 

*  *       *       * 

A    POEM    TO    MOTHERS 

A  bouquet  of  love  I'm  sending 
To  mothers  the  wrorld  around, 
Disheartened  ones  have  courage  bright, 
In  Christ  all  peace  is  found. 

Mother-love  is  calm  and  pure. 

It  knows  life's  greatest  treasure, 

Sacred  trust  bestowed  on  her 

Heaped  up  and  running  over. 

Comforting  balm  her  kind  arms  tender, 

Has  bliss  beyond  compare. 

As  she  gently  caresses  and  sweetly  sings 

And  together  gladness  we  share. 

In  sacrifice  she  plays  her  part, 

Sincere  in  her  endeavor. 

By  faith  she  claims  God's  promise  true,  — 

"Eternal  Life  forever." 

*  *       *       * 

The  rosy  sunbeams  may  be  falling  on  your  enemy, 

but  by  drawing  closer  to  him   (or  her)  you    may    both    be 
warmed  by  the  same  beam. 
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SALLY-O 

When  sap  begins  to  trickle  and  run 
And  children  with  marbles  have  rare  fun, 
Then  with  a  gay  heart  you  shout  and  sing 
Because  you  know  it's  lovely  spring. 

Sally-O,  in  lovely  spring! 
When  boys  fish  in  the  meadow  stream, 
And  sunshine  paints  the  flowers  dream, 
'Tis  then  you  know  sweet  summer-time, 
For  everything's  in  tuneful  rhyme. 

Saily-O,  in  summer  time! 
When  apples  ripen  on  the  trees, 
And  seeds  are  sown  by  every  breeze, 
It's  then,  you  know  glad  harvest  time 
By  pumpkins  yellow  on  the  vine. 

Sally-O.  in  harvest  time! 
When  from  the  harvest  toil  we're  free, 
We  love  to  trim  the  Christmas  tree, 
Then  it  is  winter,  Ah!  well  we  know, 
By  sparkling  candles  all  aglow, 

In  winter  time.  Sally-O! 
(Dedicated  to  my  dear  Poetess  Friend) 

*  *       *       * 

BEAUTY  OF  MORNING 

Evening  was  made  for  love  they  say! 

And  lovers  gentle  wooing, 
But  give  to  me  sunrise  and  dawn 

With  grey  doves  softly  cooing. 
Turquoise,  gold  and  amethyst, 

Pearl  and  silver  blending, 
Spangles  of  dew  on  cob-webs  lacy, 

All  this  is  nature's  lending. 

*  *       *       * 

From  the  frost  and  chill  of  winter, 
Bathed  in  smiles  come  bright  spring  flowers, 
Purple  violets,  sunny  snowdrops 
Christened  by  soft  April  showers. 
#       *       *       * 

BUBBLES 

Bubbles  like  transient  joys 

Float  away  into  space, 

Opalescent,  glistening  blue,  red  and  gold 

And  pretty  as  a  child's  sweet  face. 

Up!  Up!  they  go,  soaring  higher  and  higher, 

Then  all  of  a  sudden,  -    —  they  stop, 

Like  castles  high  and  vain  desires, 

They  end  in  a  great  big, flop! 

#       *       *       * 

Crickets  fife  to  the  melancholy  hours, 
The  moon  coquets  with  the  night, 
The  bees  drone  to  the  day, 
Thunder  drums  roll  to  summer  heat. 
The  sun  glorifies  the  day. 
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WHY  ? 

Why  do  we  sing  about  flowers 

When  snow  falls  soft  and  deep? 
Why  do  we  talk  about  showers 

When  sun's  rays  through  dark  clouds  peep? 

Why  do  we  have  our  troubles 

When  lives  are  perfectly  planned? 
Why  do  our  hopes  seem  bubbles 

When  joys  are  at  our  command? 
Why  do  we  leave  words  unspoken 

When  they  might  be  lovingly  said? 
Why  are  links  left   broken 

When  clasping  they  might  be  instead? 

Why  do  we  not  trust  fully 

When  trials  only  seem  our  share? 

Why  do  our  tasks  seem  heavy 
When  Christ  our  cross  will  bear? 


LITTLE    FRAME    SCHOOLHOUSE    IN    THE    WOODS 
AT    LAKE   AHMIC,   PARRY   SOUND   DISTRICT 

Nestled  cosily  in  the  pine  and  white  birch  woods, 
In  unadulterated  landscape 
It  stands  alone,  silence  broods. 
Ten  little  desks  that  speak  of  minds  on  studies  bent, 
Living  plants  in  windows  well  groomed, 
Tokens  of  books  on  walls,  now  a  memory. 
Tranquility  and   order  reign   supreme, 
Reluctantly  we  close  the  door  and  fade  away 
Into  the  glorious  out  of  doors, 

Leaving  the  little  school  house  in  the  pine  clust- 
ered woods. 
(Composed  this  while  sitting  at  one  of  the  pupils'  desks) 

*       *       *       * 

LITTLE    BIRDS 

Three  little  birds  under  the  eaves 

Nestle  snugly;    tightly  they  squeeze 

Away  from  the  frosty  winter's  blast, 

Waiting  for  warm  days,  but  alas,  winds  whistle 

Through   chinks   in   the   wall 

And  blankets  of  snow  cover  all. 

Dear  little  birds  your  Father's  care. 

Food  for  you,  He  will  always  prepare, 

Scarlet  berries  peep  from  the  snow. 

Or  a  charitable  crumb  on  the  earth  below. 


A  woods, tall  trees, and  squirrels. 

A  home,  — ■  --  easy  chair, ■  and  love. 

A  song,  - — ■  —  a  message, and  pleasure. 

A  friend, loyal, and  trust. 

A  garden, flowers, and  ease. 

*       *       *       * 

God's  lovely  smile  doesn't  reflect  in  many  a  person's  face. 
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MAY   MORNING  ON    LAKE  AHMIC 

Stumps  here  and  there,  relics  of  primeval  glories,  soft 
carpet  of  wild  flowers  in  varied  shades,  modest 
violets  and  Johnnie  jumpups  appliqued  in  and  through 
grasses  and  moss  and  budding  leaves, 

Faint  perfume  of  dried  leaves,  last  year's  glory, 

Tall  trees,  monarch  of  the  woods, 

Chipmunks  scurrying  to  and  fro  playing  tag, 

Sun  streaming  down  through  columns  of  birch  and  maples 
lending  their  beams,  lacing  through  thickness  of  this 
year's  promised  yielding. 

With  rapure  I  gaze  on  the  scene  as  the  lake  in  babbling 
contentment  chases  ripple  after  ripple  along  the 
water's  floor. 

Swiftly  a  bird  on  the  wing  flits  past  in  love  pursuit,  —  mat- 
ing time,  —  nesting  time,  —  joyous  time,  — 

Faintly  I  hear  the  tinkle  of  a  distant  cow-bell  from  pastures 
green,  where  they  have  strayed  curiously. 

After  a  May  shower  intoxicating  smell  of  flowers,  I  marvel 
at  the  graciousness  of  God  to  His  creatures  when  we 
are  so  ungrateful. 

Crickets  and  frogs,  tired  from  the  night's  chorus,  seek 
silence  at  the  shores  of  still  deep  pools,  lulling  the 
hours  away,  teasing  flies  and  squirming,  wriggling 
polly-wogs  wile  away  the  hours  in  God's  glorious 
sunshine. 

In  the  distance  I  watch  anxiously  sportsman  coaxing  fish 
with  bait  and  line. 

I  yield  contentedly  to  all  the  glory  of  the  north,  as  I  sit 
languid  and  dreamy,  listening  to  the  sobbing  of  the 
pines  as  the  great  panorama  is  unfolded  to  my  view, 
knowing  that  God  has  given  us  all  this  beauty  in  His 
wondrous  love. 


YOURSELF   DEAR 

Your  heart  is  gentle,  like  the  greening  myrtle  vine, 

Your  lips,  like  tempting  cherry  wine, 

Your  tresses,  fair  like  strands  of  silk  so  fine. 

Your  eyes,  like  heaven's  blue,  blue  skies  that  shine. 

Your  soul  is  pure  as  a  fawn  at  play, 

Your  hands,  like  roses  dear  on  a  summer's  day, 

Your  ears  catch  sweet  music  in  fancy's  embrace. 

Your  life  is  wrapped  in  God's  abiding  grace. 

Yourself,  — a  cathedral  sanctified, 

Where  heavenward  soar  strains  of  a  melody, 

Then  send  a  loving  echo  back  to  me. 

(Dedicated  to  Mrs.  Myrtle  Piepho,  Chicago,  111.,  U.S.A.) 


Spring. to  roam  where  violets  linger. 

Summer, to  loiter  where  roses  rest. 

Autumn, to  walk  a  path  of  golden  leaves. 

Winter, to  wander  on  a  path  of  pure  white 

snow. 
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LITTLE   DREAM    HOME 

The  night  was  warm, 
The  moon   was   bright, 

And  into  my  arms, 

I  folded  her  tight. 

(Chorus) 

In  a  bright  little  home, 
And  fireside  gay 

We'll  pass  many  joyous 

Hours  away, 
So  happy  we'll  be 
Under  our  roof-tree, 

In  this  little 

Dream  home  of  love. 

Sweet  words  I  whispered 
Into  her  ear, 

And  then  she  answered 

"I  love  you  dear." 

We  will  be  happy 
Forever  together, 

Forgetting  the  world 

But  our  faith,  never. 

An  ingle-nook  bright 
And  baby  wee, 

A  dream  home  dear 

For  you  and  me. 

*       *       *       * 

MY  NEIGHBOR 

It  is  so  nice  to  live 

Beside  a  woman  kind  and  true, 
Whose  sweet  happy  smile  helps 

Me  pass  the  busy  days  through. 

Although  her  task  to  me  seems  hard, 

But  with  courage  she  will  win; 
I  know  this  world  is  not  her  goal 

But  heaven  surely  is  her  aim. 

The  children  of  this  woman  wise, 

With  guileless  and  innocent  smile, 
Are  led  in  the  path  they  should  go, 
With  politeness  that  is  worth-while. 

They  wend  their  way  off  to  school, 

To  studies  they  must  toil, 
At  the  head  of  the  class  to  be  first, 

For  rules   they  must  not  foil. 
Then  home  again,  happy  and  gay, 

In  a  spirit  of  love  and  trust, 
When  the  even  darkens  their  mother  calls 

"Come  go  to  bed  girls,  you  must!" 
(Dedicated  to  my  neighbor,  Mrs.  Marker) 

«F  V  *  *!• 

Use  my  eyes  that  I  may  see  beauty  of  flower,  bird  and 
beast,  sunrise  and  sunset,  lake,  river  and  ocean;  then  de- 
scribe their  beauty  in  writing  for  others  to  feast  upon. 
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THE    LAST   ROSE 

The  last  frail  rose  of  summer 
Perfumes  the  mellow  air, 
Leaves  dance  farewell,  then  fly  away, 
Leaving  our  gardens  bare. 
Crimson  rose,  rich  beauty  rare! 
Other  flowers   cannot  compare 
With  you;   more  choice  are  you  to  me 
Than  all  other  pretty  flowers  I  see. 
Gracing  our  little  gardens  neat, 
Queen  of  flowers  you'll  always  be. 
God  chose  the  sweetest  flower  I  know 
When  He  gave  us  the  lovely  rose  to  grow. 
You  have  been  gay  this  summer, 
But  now  your  glory  must  go. 
Happy  you'll  be  to  silently  rest 
Blanketed  under  the  pure  white  snow. 

*  *       *       * 

FAIRIES  FROLIC 
Down  in  the  fern-banked  woody  glade 
Little  fairies  serenade 
With  tambourines  of  gold  to-night, 
And  all  the  fireflies  glow,  and  play 
On  harps  so  fine  you  scarce  can  see, 
But  you  can  hear  the  cadence  swell 
And  linger  above  the  trees, 
In  one  long  haunting  melody, 
Hark!  I  hear  and  know  so  well 
The  pixies  coming  through  the  dell 
With  wind  flutes  in  tune  and  harmony 
And  crickets  for  this  jamboree, 
The  hop  toad  on  his  stool  demure 
Plays  notes  on  his  small  piccolo 
Beside  the  still  deep  pool, 
And  Mr.  Bullfrog  in  gaudy  green, 
Seated  on  a  soft  wide  lily-pad, 
Chants  on  his  loud  bass  horn 
Until  the  woods  one  grand  gay  song 
Form  a  magical  symphony. 
Look!   the  woods  are  all  astir 
And  happy  sounds  float  everywhere, 
Even  the  birds  waking  at  dawn 
Join  in  the  fairy  chorus  song. 
Frolicing,  dancing  in  the  pale  moonlight 
Until  the  rays  are  gone  from  sight, 
Then  joining  in  good-oyes,  everyone 
Folded  the  night  shades  and  scampered  home. 

*  *       *       * 

If  you  cannot  be  the  sunshine 

Just  be  its  beam, 

If  you  cannot  be  a  rose 

Just  lend  your  charm, 

If  you  cannot  be  a  bird, 

Just  live  in  its  song 

And  joyfully  uplift 

Some  wayfarer  along. 

43 


MY   FLOWER 

God  chose  you  for  me, 
My  one  and  only 

From  all  the  world  apart, 
To  bring  sunshine  and  joy  lovingly 
Into  my  aching  heart. 

Your  beaming  glances  I  adore, 
The  rose  of  your  cheek  aglow, 

Your  breath  the  perfume  of  the  gods, 
The  caress  of  your  smile 
I  know. 

Enchanted  hours  you've  brought  to  me 
With  sweetness  a  queenly  dower, 
Your  lovely  beauty  entwines  my  heart, 
But  sweetheart,  you  are 
Only  a  flower. 


TREASURE-TROVE 

I  peeped  into  my  old  scrapbook 
Of  clippings  and  etchings  rare, 
Precious  they  are  like  wee  sips  of  wine 
And  they  tell  of  fairies  and  romance  sublime. 

"John  Gilpin  brave"  and  "Little  Boy  Blue" 

Are  a  feast  of  delight,  I  declare! 

But  the  one  on  romance  made  my  heart 

leap  and  dance 
When  I  found  it  was  hiding  there. 

'Twas  penned  of  love  when  my  heart  was  young, 
The  world  seemed  bright  and  gay, 
Autumn's  morn  flung  wide  the  door 
And  with  fairy  wings  it  flew  out  that  day. 

'"Twas  the  night  before  Christmas",  and 

"Little    Bo-Peep" 
For  mirth  cannot  compare! 
But  the  poems  I  like  best  among  all  the  rest, 
Are  "Home"  and  "A  Child's  Evening  Prayer." 


MY  SEVEN   WONDERS  OF  THE  WORLD 

1 — The  beauty  of  a  star-studded  night. 

2 — Sunset  leaving  a  path  of  silver  across  a  lake  or  ocean. 
3 — The  purity  of  a  baby's  smile. 

4 — God  of  the  mighty  universe  coming  to  earth  as  a  babe 
in  the  person  of  Jesus,  giving  His  life  for  me. 

5 — The  rainbow  set  in  the  heavens,  God's  promise. 
6 — The  beauty  of  Niagara  Palls. 

7 — A  delicate  humming  bird  dodging  in  and  out  a  petunia 
flower  sipping  honey. 
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PERENNIALS 

Carefully  we  plant  the  roots  and  bulbs  in  the  fall,  making 
sure  that  the  earth  is  well  enriched,  then  cover  with 
leaf  mould,  and  quietly  the  snow,  white  from  the  sky 
will  come  and  cover  them. 

How  we  have  selected  them,  tall  ones  for  back  ground, 
short  ones  so  the  eye  will  rest  admiringly  upon 
them,  then  the  sunshine  will  come  flooding  the 
ground,  bathing  it  in  warmth. 

How  we  love  to  look  at  our  gardens  in  the  winter  and  think 
of  the  bulbs  and  roots  asleep  under  the  earth  and 
snow,  knowing  that  when  winter  is  over  and  the 
warm  April  rains  come,  and  sunshine  bright,  they 
will  come  peeping  up  through  the  ground,  each  a 
little  promise  hidden  in  mystery  and  beauty. 

We  will  not  have  any  worth-while  perennials  following 
after  us  if  not  enriched  by  God's  love. 

God's  word  enriches  our  lives  each  day,  and  so  we  ratvy 
bear  much  fruit  in  patience,  long-suffering,  meek- 
ness, charity  and  love  to  our  fellow-man,  and  we  may 
have  the  joy  of  knowing  we  planted  those  seeds  of 
love  in  someone's  garden  (the  heart)  which  will 
bring  a  rich  increase. 

Our  skies  may  not  be  always  bright  and  sunny,  but  if  we 
will  let  God's  smile  illumine  our  lives,  and  trust  Him 
at  all  times,  though  the  way  does  seem  dark  and 
drear. 

He  cares  and  watches  over  us,  just  as  He  lets  the  rain, 
sun  and  snow  enrich  the  earth  to  bring  forth  beauty 
from  the  bulbs  and  roots,  so  he  enriches  our  lives  by 
His  ever  blessed  presence. 

*       *       *       * 

A    POETESS 

You  can  know  a  Poetess 

By  the  lilting  song  she  sings,  and  the  light 

That  lingers  in  her  eyes, 

With  a  look  that  forever  clings  to  the 

Heart  with  throbbing  ecstasy  and  love. 

Poesy  is  a  gift,  the  inmost  soul  reveals 

In    words    aflame, 

That   ignites   the   heart   strings   with   rapture 

golden  and  true, 
Gloriously  acceptable  and  given  to,  but  a  very, 
very  few. 

*       *       *       * 

THOUGHTS 

Thoughts  can  easily  deceive  you, 
Often  worry,  and  even  peeve  you, 
They're  elusive,  and  can  scare  you, 
And  with  their  memory  can  almost  snare  you. 
They  can  linger  and  cause  sorrow, 
Or  transient  be  like  the  tomorrow, 
They  have  power  to  make  you  feel  a 
Simpleton,  and  often  are  effectual, 
And  very,  very  real. 
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OCEAN    MOODS 

The  rolling  ocean  is 

Boundless  and  free, 
Turbulent  and  fretful, 
Weary  and  limpid, 
Placid  and  calm, 
Boistrous  and  merry. 
Sparkling  and  clear, 
Laughing  and  joyous, 
Rippling  and  buoyant, 
Angry  and  pitiless, 
Caressing  and  vigorous, 
Cruel,  noisy  and  careless, 
Merciless  and  treacherous, 
And  full  of  saucy  pranks, 

But, it  is  as  well 

A  happy,  languorous,  wide,  beautiful, 
Deep,  jubilant,  foamy,  blue,  lovely, 
Green,  billowy,  peaceful  sea. 


TO  OLD  MAN  SUNSHINE 

To  travel  by  bus  along  the  King's  Highway 
Thirty  thousand  miles,  is  a  lot  I  should  say! 
Yet  Old  Man  Sunshine  did  it,  I  do  declare! 
Bringing  poems  from  a  packet  to  read  over  the  air. 
Many  thanks  we  give  to  this  gentleman  kind 
For  the  loveliest  program  you  may  find 
On  the  air  to  encourage  when  all  seems  wrong, 
So  five  years  reading  hasn't  been  a  bit  too  long. 
The  music  weaves  in  and  out  so  sweet, 
An  undertone  of  melody  so  complete. 
I'm  sure  we  admire  the  broadcast  combined, 
Organ,  sponsor,  station  and  reader  kind. 
I  hope  he  goes  on  with  more  beautiful  things 
In  this  world's  largeness  of  duty. 
Transforming  minutes  for  waiting  hearts 
Into  gems  of  fadeless  beauty. 

(Dedicated  to  Old  Man  Sunshine.  Rev.  G.  W.  Tebbs, 
Burlington,  Ont.,  for  his  kindness  in  reading  my 
work  over  station  CKOC,  Hamilton,  Ont.) 

£  4e  *  » 

PHILOSOPHY    STRIPLINGS 

(Nature's  Calendar) 

Spring, brings  buds  and  soft  winds. 

Summer, brings  flowers  and  heat. 

Autumn, brings  russet  leaves  and  chill  winds. 

Winter, brings  snow  and  garden  silence. 

(Life's  Calendar) 

Spring, brings  anticipation  and  heart  without  guile. 

Summer, brings  knowledge  and  studies  worth- 
while. 

Autumn, brings  wisdom  that  holds  all  claim. 

Winter, brings  all  three  in  one,  life's  gain. 
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POESY  AND  POETS 

How  lovely  we  feel  when  we    have    read    some    beautiful 

thoughts  put  into  a  poem; 
How  uplifting  we  say!    these  sweet  things  of  life  are  all 

around  us,  just  waiting  to  be  put  into  words. 
Oh!  that  we  would  read  more  poetry,  it  has  a  soothing  ef- 
fect on  our  inner  being. 
Take  for  instance  poems  on  gardens;  possibly  we  have  been 

reading  about  them  in  the  winter,  or  composing  one. 
Our  minds  are  bathed  in  beauty,  as  we  see  all  the  living 

flowers  speaking  to  us  in  imagination. 
Surely  the  mind  of  a  poet  must  radiate  joy  whoever  he  or 

she  may  be. 
The  mind  is  a  very  keen  receptacle  ready  to  catch  beauty 

or  gloom,  whichever  is  presented  to  it  in  the  most 

alluring  form. 
Why  not  let  God  and  beauty  solve  our  dull  outlook  on  life; 

read  poetry,  live  poetry. 
We  are  all  prone  to  let  our  thoughts    drift,    but    the    poet 

aspires    by   collecting   fragments    of    truth,    beauty 

and  fiction  laced  in  with  reality  in    a    combination 

pleasing  and  attractive  to  the  heart  of  the  people  of 

the  world. 
Great  Poets  have  lived  and  passed  on,  but  we  are  grateful 

for  golden  gems  of  truth  left  us  to  read  and  ponder. 
Time  is  so  short,  a  poet  must  be  up  and  doing,  painting  in 

people's  mind  the  wonders  and  charms  of  life. 
Surely  a  Poet's  thoughts  are  inspired  by  the  Infinite. 
He  lives  and  moves  in  a  realm  of  his  own,  collecting  mental 

pictures,  absorbing  beauty,  and  his  mind  attune  with 

nature. 
An  artist  paints  on  canvas  what  a  poet  writes  in  words 

(Quote) ;    therefore    the    two   are   closely   joined    in 

beauty. 
A  poet  must  send  beams  of  delight  and  happiness  through 

the  written  word  to  all  people. 
Why  can  we  not  all  sit  down  quietly  at  times  and  read  some 

lovely  poetry? 
We  will  be  surprised  how  uplifted  we  would  feel. 
God's  nature, a  living  poem. 


LOVERS 

Pink,  amber,  blue  and  jade 
Entwined,  a  perfect  setting  made 
For  lovers  watching  with  wistful  eyes 
Jewelled  pathways  on  the  skies. 

Star-dust  flung  from  some  heavenly  height, 
Bringing  a  flood  of  radiant  light, 
Looking  down  in  her  bright  dear  eyes 
"My  darling,"  he  said,  "true  love  never  dies.' 


Just  take  time  from  the  busy  whirl  of  life  to  listen  to 
the  birds'  morning  and  evening  song  and  gather  some  prec- 
ious flowers. 
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OCTOBER  EVENING 

What  do  you  think  I  saw  last  night 

Through  the  flickering  lights  of  our  street? 

Dancing,  chattering  fairies  and  leaves 

In  daintiness  discrete. 

All  the  leaves  skipped  for  joy. 

And  fairy-bands  you  plainly  could  hear 

Play     i  -    .  er  flutes  to  the  twinkling  st  .   - 

In  the  beautiful  evening  clear. 

They  laughed  at  the  wind,  the  sun  and  the  rain, 

Such  secrets  you  never  could  know ! 

I  listened!  —  but  could  not  understand. 

Guess  maybe.  —  they  visioned  the  coming  snow. 

Golden  leaves  a  carpet  for  fairy  feet.  1 

Their  roof,  a  moire  sky. 

I  know  you  would  have  enjoyed  this  treat 

Just  the  same  as  I. 

*  *       *       * 

JUNE   ROSES 

A  little  bit  of  star-dust  and  moon-mist 

At  evening's  close 

Drifts  with  fleeting  shadows  of  cloud-wrack 

To  tint  the  face  of  the  rose. 

Tiny  whiffs  of  wind,  a  shower  of  rain  or  two, 
A  generous  supply  of  sunbeams  you  know! 
And  if  perchance  a  shy  rainbow  gleams. 
These  all  go  to  make  lovely  roses  glow. 

*  *       *       * 
ROBIN'S  RONDELAY 

"Good  Morning  to  you  Miss  Birdie, 

Are  you  out  for  a  little  stroll? 

Worms  this  morning  are  very  scarce," 

He  said  in  a  soft  low  droll. 

Cheer  up!  We*ll  fly  to  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  leaves  will  give  shelter  there. 

I'll  whisper  love-songs  old.  yet  new. 

And  together  the  nest  we'll  share. 

His  song  she  heard  clear  and  sweet, 

And  thought  it  simply  divine! 

She  perked  and  preened  this  little  dear 

And  said  "Oh!  hero  Mine!" 

Here  in  this  quiet  sheltered  nook 

Three  de.  eggs  of  blue 

Under  the  leaves  of  the  greenwood  tree. 

"  nestled  from  curious  view. 
One  glad  day.  their  day  of  days 
Th-  ;-  feather  balls 

ly  warble  the  same  sweet  notes  of  love 

I  will  be  enjoyed  by  all. 

So  under  the  leaves  of  the  greenwood  tree 
They  were  happy,  happy  as  birds  could  be. 
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IN   LOVELAND  WITH  YOU 

Ah.  who  will  go  a  walk  with  me 

In  the  rosy       ented  gloami: 

The  twinkling  stars  our  guide  will  be 

By  silver  waters  foaming. 

b 
I'll  be  happy.  Ohl  so  happy 
'Neath  :ul  skies  so  blue. 

MTi en  I  have  walked  and  been  caressed 
I'll  be  happy  dear 
In  loveland  with  you. 

Ah.  who  will  fold  me  to  their  breas: 
When  twilight  comes  my  dear? 
The  soft  winds  will  caress  my  cheek 
And  the  moon  will  linger  near. 
Ah.  who  will  tell  me  tales  of  love 
When  my  heart  a-craving  goes? 
The  wise  owl  and  lullaby  wind 

Will  tell  me  all  he  knows. 
When  I  have  walked  and  been  caressed 
By  winds  and  the  golden  moon  true 
On  a  pillow  of  dreams  'neath  peaceful  -.:; 
I'll  be  happy  dear  with  you. 
»       *       *       * 

TO  THE  IMPERIAL  ORDER.  DAUGHTERS  OF 
THE  EMPIRE 

Let  us  swell  the  anthem  loud  and  long 
For  God.  country  and  king: 
Sisters  in  faith,  hope  and  love 
With  loyalty  may  we  all  singl 
Ideals  of  our  country  we  will  uphold. 

50  raise  the  torch  and  banner  high. 

51  viibol  of  justice,  honesty  and  truth 
Untrammeled  may  our  praise  ascend  to  the  - 

*       *       *       * 

THE   HAPPY   HEART 

It  is  easy  to  be  happy 
When  all  of  life  seems  gay. 
Just  a  smile  will  help  some  other 
Toiler  on  life's  way. 

'  Chora  - 
Happy,  happy,  happy 
All  along  the  way. 
Giving  smiles  like  sunbeams 
All  life's  golden  day. 
It  is  easy  to  be  happy 
When  joy  con.   -  .  the  morn. 

Just  a  song  will  lift  the  burden 
Of  each  day  new-born. 
But  when  the  clouds  hang  low  and  heavy 
And  dark  upon  our  skies 
Then  it  is  the  brave  heart  gladly 
All  this  gloom  denies. 
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CHERRY  BLOSSOMS 

I  invoke  early  this  morning  to  see 
Happiness  and  dew-drops  laced  in  between 
Cherry  blossoms  white  and  smiling. 
Like  banks  of  snow  covering  a  garden  of  green. 

When  I  opened  my  door  to  the  sunbeams 
A  robin  sat  on  the  bough  of  that  tree, 
And  what  do  you  think  he  was  saying? 
Why!   he  was  talking  ripe  cherries  to  me. 

He  thought  I  didn't  hear  him, 

Then  his  chest  swelled  out  so  bold 

And  he  drenched  my  heart  with  blossom  song. 

Now  please  tell  me,  how  could  I  scold? 

He'll  know  where  the  choice  sweet  cherries  rest, 
Sunkissed,  and  luscious  with  dew,  and  he'll 
Invite  friends  to  this  rich  repast, 
I  really  don't  blame  him,  do  you? 

(Last  line  of  second  verse  immortalized  by  a 
friend's  father.) 


THE  WIND 

Like  a  swallow  in  flight  the  wind  swooped  down 
And  peeked  right  in  my  face, 
In  fact,  it  rudely  doffed  my  hat 
And  made  a  saucy  grimace. 

With  freakish  capers  it  twisted  and  turned, 

Such  actions  I  never  did  see! 

It  chased  little  children  and  scattered  fleecy  clouds 

And  sent  leaves  scurrying 

Like  one,  two  and  three. 

It  swayed  the  trees  and  teetered  the  birds, 
And  would  you  believe  it  moaned  and  cried! 
It  churned  the  lake,  then  grew  tired  and  weak, 
And  just  fell  down  and  died. 

Ah !  the  wind  is  a  rover, 
Happy  and  gay. 
It  loves  to  frolic  and 
Dance  and  play. 


GOLDEN  SUNFLOWER 

A  polite  sunflower  over  the  garden  wall 
Peeked  with  saucy  eyes  from  a  golden  face  at  me. 
In  majestic  happiness  above  the  other  flowers, 
Contented  it  seemed. 
And  why  shouldn't  it  be? 

Each  petal  pricked  up  its  ears, 

Then  it  gently  smiled  with  gracefulness  discrete. 

I'm  sure  its  beauty  when  disclosed 

Is  pretty  hard  to  beat. 
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FUTILITY 

(1) 

I  sent  a  rose  to  a  cherished  friend, 

The  choicest  of  all  my  flowers, 

But  alas!  of  the  perfumed  petals  none 

Remained  to  greet  this  distant  friend. 

(2) 

I  sped  a  word  into  the  years, 

Sweet  with  gathered  nectar  of  love 

And  memory,  but  alas!  through  tears 

I  found  it  tangled  in  thorns,  shattered,  lost. 

(1) 

I  penned  a  message  blithe  and  gay. 

Bright  with  dreams  for  the  long  night's  rest, 

But  alas!  my  harbinger  lost  the  way 

And  my  thoughts  were  nothingness. 

(2) 

I  wafted  a  song  at  eventide 

Above  the  slumber  of  flower  and  tree, 

But  alas!  with  the  morning  the  melody  died 

And  left  me  on  its  shores,  dismayed. 

(1) 

I  planned  a  garden  fairer  than  all. 
Perfect  in  setting,  and  watchful  care, 
But  alas!  the  weeds  grew  high  on  the  wall 
And  I  stood  in  a  wilderness,  dismayed. 

(2) 

I  promised  myself  a  glorious  deed, 

For  the  day's  accomplishment, 

But  alas!  I  found  in  my  hour  of  need 

It  unfulfilled,  and  heart  disconsolate. 

(Dedicated  to  my  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  J.  Smith, 
Burlington,  Ontario) 


LIFE  OF  A  BIRD 

You  think  you  would  like  the  life  of  a  bird? 

Well  I  really  don't  blame  you  a  bit! 

So  carefree  they  wing  through  the  ether  wide 

And  chuckle  at  people's  sad  wit. 

They  glide,  sweep  and  sail 

Air-minded,  pleased  to  be  free, 

Or  teeter  on  a  branch  in  the  cooling  breeze 

Of  a  birch,  cedar  or  maple  tree. 

With  a  lift  of  a  wing,  they  may  go  at  will, 

Joyously  singing  their  language  so  sweet, 

Songs  of  distilled  melody 

In  harmony  rich  and  so  complete. 


A  swing, a  moon, and  you. 

A  poet, thoughts, and  pictures. 

Weary  soul, a  God, and  peace. 

A  rose, a  gift, and  joy. 

A  bird  on  a  fence, a  crumb, and  bliss. 
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MY  LITTLE  GARDEN 
Do  you  miss  me  little  garden? 
Ringed   about   with   smiles  and  tears, 
When  the  sun  is  tipping  the  horizon,  then  I 
Look    back   over   those   golden   years. 

My  dear  lii  tic  garden. 
Do  you  miss  me  gentle  garden? 
When  columns  of  purple  stream  in  the  west, 
And  the  birds  are  twittering  drowsily, 
Tins  t  lie  hour  I  loved  the  best. 

My  dear  gentle  garden. 
Do  you  miss  me  fairest  garden? 
Other  hearts  your  smiles  will  greet, 
And  your  bloom  will  cheer  and  gladden, 
Making  lives  so  happy  and  sweet. 

My  dear  fairest  garden. 
Do  you  miss  me  sweetest  garden? 
Memories  of  loved  ones  twine  my  heart, 
Your  companions,  the  bees  and  butterflies, 
But  to  me  dear,  the  tear-drops  start. 

My  dear  sweetest  garden. 

I  know  you  miss  me  dearest  garden, 
Forlorn,  forsaken  under  the  open  sky; 
Scatter  your  seeds  and  I'll  reap  the  harvest, 
A  rich  reward,  so  why  should  I  cry? 
My  dearest  garden. 

Little,  gentle,  fairest  garden. 
Sweetest,  dearest  are  you  to  me. 
God  placed  you  where  dew-drops  glisten, 
And  fairies  by  moonlight  dance  in  glee. 
My  own  dear  garden. 
*       *       *       * 

MAKING   GARDEN 
I'll  make  garden  to-day 
Where  old  winter  draggling  her  gown 
Slips  quietly  away  with  ice  and  snow 

into  spring- 
Now  the  sun's  warmth  my  venture 
will  crown. 

I'll  make  garden  to-day! 
Partners  I'll  have  sly  and  wary, 
That  little  elf,  the  warm  south  wind 
Told  me  secrets  wise  and  chary. 
The  chitter  of  the  robins  red 
With  their  song-filled  throats 
Strutting  around  so  pompously 
In  their  spring  waistcoats. 
Gently  caressed  in  mother-earth's  lap, 
Tiny  seeds  I'm  sowing  to-day. 
Sun  and  rain  will  lull  to  sleep 
As  quietly  dormant  they  lay. 
Pleasant  days  of  waiting, 
After  hours  of  arduous  toil, 
When  rainbow  colors  in  the  flowers 
Spring  from  the  dull  dark  soil. 
52 


TO  JACK   MINER 

Near  Kingsville  along  Lake  Erie 

Lives  a  man   bright  and   cheery, 

We  all  have  heard  of  Jack  Miner, 

The  man  whose  kindness  to  wild  geese 

Has  won  a  place  in  our  hearts 

Of  changeless  admiration. 

With  love  he  lures  the  feathered  friends, 

On  him  safety  and  freedom  depends, 

Confident  of  his  tender  care. 

Providing  their  food.  From  God,  their  protector, 

He  shows  to  the  world  a  valued  friend, 

Sympathetic  to  God's  creatures. 

May  his  efforts  never  lag, 
And  wild  geese  will  again  return, 
Wearing  the  scriptural  tag 
From  their  long  sea  journeys 
To  one  who  is  merciful 
Toward  the  helpless. 
(Dedicated  to  Jack  Miner,  a  lover  of  wild  geese) 

*  *       *       * 

BEAUTY  OF  MORNING 

There  is  beauty  in  my  garden 
Underneath  the  happy  moon, 
Drowsy  birds  twitter  and  flowers  dreaming 
Cast  a  spell  that's  gone  too  soon. 

Silver  fringed  stars  twinkle 

The  night  her  vigil  keeping, 

My  heart  is  tangled  in  ecstasy  of  joy 

In  summer's  early  evening. 

*  *       *       * 

TO    KATHERINE    KAY   WARD 

Sweet  wee  darling  mischief  maker, 

Sun-kissed  cheeks  and  hair  of  gold, 

Precious  little  "Rose  Bud", 

And  just  two  summers  old. 

When  leaves  were  turning  gold  and  brown, 

A  new  life  was  born,  'tis  true! 

With  eyes  of  blue  like  heaven's  smile 

That  brought  summer  to  your  hearts  anew. 

Your  innocence  and  obedience 
Gives  mother  inmost  pleasure, 
So  lovingly  she  watches  "Aunt  Maud's" 
Perfect  precious  treasure. 

Baby  Katherine  Kay  Ward, 
Sept.  11th,  birthday  in  the  fall, 
We  ask  that  God  will  give  to  you 
Long  life,  His  love  and  peace 
Which  embraces  all. 

%  ...  jjc  ;p 

Moments  are  only  golden  when  we  are  in  the  will  of  God. 
It  is  golden  moments  when  our    soul    awakens    to    things 

spiritual,   and   we   accept   Christ  as  our  personal 

Saviour. 
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MAY    MOON 

Good-bye  Mr.  Moon! 
Bon  voyage  for  this  May, 
You  look  lonely,  but  perhaps  you're  gay. 
Where  are  you  going?  O  do  please  slay, 
Moon  Silvery  Moon. 

Weaving  spells  over  the  earth 
Your  beams  hang  and  glimmer  bright, 
A  soft  ethereal,  mystical  light. 
Shedding  radiance  on  the  night. 
Moon  Coquettish  Moon. 

In  fancy  I  see  your  crescent  of  dreams, 
Sapphire,  gold  and  pearly  gleams 
Twining  with  my  soul  in  joyous  beams, 
Moon  Lovely  Moon. 

Bood-bye  Mr.  Moon! 
You've  closed  eyes  that  peep, 
Swooning  and  waning,  why  can't  you  keep 
Shining  forever  without  anxious  sleep? 
Moon  May  Moon. 


TO  YOU 

The  shadows  of  evening  were  falling 

As  I  said  good-bye  to  the  day, 

And  with  longing  my  heart  grew  tired 

For  you,  friend  dear,  away. 

Though  miles  of  space  separate  and  roll, 

Yet  swift  as  a  swallow  on  the  wing 

My  letter  will  go  bound  by  silver  cords 

To  you,  and  hope  happiness  will  bring. 

I  write  of  dreamy  sunlit  hours, 

Of  bees  and  butterflies, 

Of  nodding  flowers,  and  dreamy  birds 

And  friendship  that  never  dies. 

Scent  of  sweet  clover  and  cunning  elves, 

Ochre  sunset  tinged  with  red, 

God's  infinite  love  and  the  moon's  soft  gleam 

And  stars  in  points  scattered  overhead. 

Hearts  memory,  eternal  spring! 

Fadeless  vision  of  precious  bliss, 

Treasures  from  my  quaint  rose  jar 

Ever  dear  heart  may  you  cherish  this. 

My  memory's  garden  is  cloistered  fair 

And  bright,  yes,  as  the  morning  sun, 

No  clouds  dull-rimmed  obscure  the  rays 

Of  your  friendship,  I  have  won. 

I  hope  my  letters  bring  true  pleasure, 

And  if  you  drop  in  for  tea 

A  place  on  my  table  will  hold  for  you 

A  dresden  cup,  —  and  one  for  me. 

(Dedicated  to  all  my  distant  over-the-ocean  friends) 
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JENNIE    WREN'S    REPLY 

I  asked  the  sweet  wren 

"Why  such  happiness  rare? 
She  joyfully  answered 

"I  have  three  nestlings  fair". 

In  the  old  willow  tree 

Beside  the  still  brook, 
Cosily  sheltered 

In  a  dear  little  nook. 

Three  baby  birds  for  mother  wait 

And  dainty  morsels  again. 
If  happiness  wasn't  the  theme  of  my  song, 

Dearie  Me!  I  wouldn't  be  "Jennie  Wren." 

My  birdies  to  me  are  heaven  sent, 
Their  protection  and  care  I  wean, 

Must  be  guarded  well  from  boys  who  are 
cruel   as   intruders, 
Unthinkingly  mean. 

*  $  *  * 

MY  PRAYER   BEADS 

Sweetness  entwined  with  love, 

A  prayer  to  me  each  bead, 
Moments  of  rapture  I  enfold 

In  Thee,  My  Saviour,  My  Creed. 

Precious  Rosary,  I  clasp  to  my  breast  in  prayer, 
That  God  in  wisdom  shall  see  my  frailness, 

And  solace  bring  a  consolation 
From  His  sacred  Heart  to  me. 

(Dedicated  to  a  nurse  at  St.  Williams,  Ontario.) 
*       *       *       * 

EXPECTATIONS 

Oh!  play  no  golden  lute  for  me 

When  I  am  gone, 
But  plant  a  lilac  tree  to  bloom 

Near  my  grave 
For  tired  eyes  to  feast  upon. 

Oh!  chime  no  silver  bells  for  me, 

But  instead 
A  unity  of  hearts  attuned 

In  melody  and  love  with  mine 
In  mystical  harmony. 

Oh!  do  not  weep  sad  tears  for  me 

When  I  embark, 
But  rather  hold  there  a  shining 

Torch  of  prayer 
To  light  my  hour  of  dark. 
*       *       *       * 

I  gave  a  dear  white  breasted  snow  bird  a  piece  of  orchid 
satin  ribbon  to  tie  my  dreams  of  spring  and  memor- 
ies and  to  send  them  on  a  billowy  snow  cloud  etched 
with  silver  lace  crystals  to  you,  —  — ■ 

So  watch  for  the  snow  cloud,  it  will  be  filled  with  love 
packets  of  daffodils  and  violets  and  will  be  sprinkled 
down  into  your  waiting  heart. 

55 


JEDDORE    ROCK    LIGHTHOUSE 

Reinforced  by  rock  and  walled  in  by  water 
Jeddore  Rock  Lighthouse  stands  as  a  beacon  light 
To  warn  gallant  ships  off  treacherous  shores 

As  its  rays  scan  green  waters 
All  through  the  night. 

Majestic  it  towers  up  into  the  ether 
From  imbedded  rock  foundations  unique, 
Where  storms  in  winter  will  not  move 
Or  destroy  it;  stalwart,  defying 
Wind,  snow  and  sleet. 

In  summer  they're  pleased  as  ships 

Ride  to  them,  and  with  outstretched  arms 

Welcome  love-tokens  with  pleasure, 

And  supplies  which  are  needed,  with  bundles 

Of  letters,  fond  hearts'  warmest  treasures. 

These  people  are  lonely,  but  for  dutiful  labor, 
Sacrifice  loved  ones  and  companions  dear, 
To  guard  other  lives  where  dangers  are  hidden, 
'Neath  waters  where  rocks  closely  snuggle  so  near. 

So  why  not  by  writing  bring  happiness  sweet 
To  lovable  hearts  giving  their  all; 
Get  letters  of  comfort  ready  and  waiting 
For  boats  to  deliver  when  next  they  will  call. 

(Dedicated  to  the  family  on  Jeddore  Rock 
Lighthouse,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia.) 


THE    HEART'S   ENIGMA 

Some  throbbing  in  the  heart  of  me 

Longs  for  freedom  and  liberty, 
Where  meadow  clover  scented  teasingly, 

Awakens  gladness  in  the  heart  of  me. 
Something  in  the  heart  of  me 

Thrills  with  ardent  ecstasy. 
Where  thrush's  plaintive  call,  pleasingly 

Stirs  joyance  in  the  heart  of  me. 

Something  in  the  heart  of  me 

Pulsates  with  ruddy  buoyancy; 
Where  blue-bells  beckon  coaxingly, 

Lures  happiness  to  the  heart  of  me. 
Something  in  the  heart  of  me 

Calls  for  home  invitingly; 
Where  kindness  reigns  harmonious, 

Soothes  something  in  the  heart  of  me. 
Something  in  the  heart  of  me, 

Chills  my  thoughts  so  freezingly; 
Like  autumn's  frosty  chill  we  see, 

Blights  something  in  the  heart  of  me. 
$       *       *       * 

The  soul  that  is  gloomy  can  be  brightened  by  the  light 
of  the  spirit. 
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SEQUENCE 

They  plighted  their  troth 

In  May, 

Love  sealed  the  choice  in  June, 

Now  together  they  walk 

The  aisle  lovingly 

As  hride  and  groom. 

They're  happy  now  in 
Wedded  bliss, 

Each  one  to  honor  through  life, 
With  kindly  words  and  true, 
Giving  and  loving  tenderly 
As  man  and  wife. 

Comfort  and  joy 

Now  reality, 

Kind  thoughts  for  one  another, 

And  the  wee  one  entered  into  love's  plan, 

Now  they're  proudly 

Father  and  mother. 


MY  LOVED  ONE'S  VOICE 

On  the  margin  of  the  evening 

Through  ether  floating  dreamily 

I  hear  silver  chimes  with  your  golden  voice 

In  a  glorious  symphony. 

(Chorus) 
My  one  and  only  I  adore 
When  gentle  flowers  are  sleeping, 
Come  to  my  heart,  I  idolize 
You  dear  one,  hear  me  pleading, 
Fair  and  lovely  thou  art  to  me, 
Like  apple-blossoms  falling 
Come  to  me  at  eventide, 
My  sweetheart  hear  me  calling. 

In  ecstasy  of  joy  I  catch 

A  ripple  of  your  lovely  song, 

Like  bird  love-notes  at  eventide 

It  throbs  in  my  breast  all  night  long. 

Slowly  even  fades  into  night, 
Birds  have  hushed  their  singing, 
But  the  echo  of  your  song 
In  my  life  will  still  keep  ringing. 


I  saw  a  humming  bird  fluttering  in  and  out  a  honey- 
suckle flower,  gathering  honey,  and  it  dropped  a  wee  bit  in 
my  hand  for  you,  so  I'm  sending  it  in  a  golden  goblet  twined 
with  love,  tied  round  with  a  ribbon  from  the  morning  sun's 
gleam,  sprinkled  over  with  the  soft  perfume  of  attar  of 
roses. 

*  *  *  * 

Poetry  is  the  soul  aflame  with  beautiful  thoughts. 
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LIFE'S  TAPESTRY 

Did  you  ever  think  our  life  is  like  a  piece  of  tapestry?  The 
weaver  combines  all  the  colors,  bright  and  dull  to  make 
one  glorious  whole;  he  inspects  the  thin  thread  so  there 
will  be  no  weakness,  and  the  thick  ones  so  no  knots  will 
mar  the  evenness  of  his  finished  product. 

Careful  blending  of  colors  he  has  chosen,  and  though  he 
often  works  in  dull  dark  rooms  we  are  surprised  when 
we  see  the  beautiful  harmony  which  he  has  accomplish- 
ed; his  loom  is  sometimes  shattered  by  wear;  the  warp 
and  weft  may  get  tangled,  but  patiently  he  works  know- 
ing that  in  the  end  he  will  be  repaid  and  the  meshes, 
though  fine,  will  gradually  unravel  so  that  strand  by 
strand  he  works  into  the  patterned  scenery, 

Now  our  lives  are  like  tapestry;  our  thoughts  God  weaves 
into  His  pattern.  All  our  love  and  courage  He  takes 
strand  by  strand  and  uses  them  to  brighten  the  life  of 
some  friend,  but  only  can  He  use  them,  if  for  His  glory 
alone  and  not  just  to  please  ourselves. 

We  often  seem  as  though  our  lives  were  tangled  meshes, 
and  so  they  are  if  we  don't  let  Christ,  the  Great  Weav- 
er, into  our  lives  to  straighten  out  the  skeins  of  hum- 
an woes.  How  lovely  to  know  that  He  has  promised 
to  never  leave  us  nor  forsake  us,  gives  us  comfort  and 
cheer  to  go  on  with  this  wonderful  reality  which  we 
call  "Life's  Tapestry" 

Now  the  mixing  of  the  colors,  which  in  our  lives  would  be 
long-suffering,  patience  when  trouble  comes,  meekness 
and  charity — 

How  we  should  let  our  bright  colors  shine  before  an  unsav- 
ed world  or  they  will  gradually  fade  into  dark  dismal 
nothings  and  we  will  be  known  only  as  a  dull  Christian, 
but  Christ  would  have  us  be  bright  with  hope  and  cheer, 
always  on  the  look-out  for  souls  where  we  can  bring  our 
little  threads  of  human  kindness,  laced  in  with  golden 
hours  of  joy,  showing  to  them  that  we  have  been  woven 
in  God's  loom  of  watchful  care,  mingled  with  his  bless- 
ed favor. 

May  God's  Holy  Spirit  take  our  lives  and  fashion  them  in 
His  most  precious  pattern  of  love,  and  bring  us  out 
bright  Christians  as  His  cherished  possessions. 


RIPPLES 

One  little  ripple  chases  another, 
Down  to  the  sea  they  run, 
Dancing,  laughing  in  playfulness. 
Pleased  at  each  other's  fun. 
Wouldn't  you  like  to  come  with  me 
Joyously  scampering  on  to  the  sea? 

Each  ripple's  cheek  is  sun-kissed  with  smiles 

Of  gold  and  red  and  blue, 

Like  silver  tissue  and  opal  gems, 

I  wish  I  was  like  them,  don't  you? 

Wouldn't  you  like  to  come  with  me 

Scampering  joyously  on  to  the  sea? 
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MY  DREAM  GIRL 

You  are  my  dream  girl, 
Dream  girl  true. 

There  is  no  other 

Dearest  like  you. 
Come  close  beside  me 
You  are  so  sweet, 

And  make  my  heaven 

All  complete. 

(Chorus) 

Come  to  me  dream  girl, 

My  darling  true, 

There  is  no  other 
Sweetheart  like  you. 

I'll  fold  you  gently 

In  love's  embrace 

And  place  a  kiss  dear 
On  your  sweet  face. 

I'll  fold  you  gently 
In  love's  embrace, 

Letting  my  heart's  smile 

Beam  on  your  face. 
Darling  I  love  you. 
Oh,  tell  me  true, 

If  you'll  always  love  me 

As  I  love  you? 
#       *       *       # 

MY   PRAYER 

There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Jesus, 
Tender,  gentle,  kind  and  true. 
Just  the  one  to  cheer  and  comfort 
When  my  way  through  life  seems  blue. 
There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Jesus, 
I  will  follow  where  He  leads. 
Though  rough  ways  are  my  portion, 
He  waits  to  supply  my  every  need. 
There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Jesus, 
Wide  and  fathomless  as  the  sea. 
His  love  for  us  is  Oh!  so  great, 
What  must  the  love  for  His  Son  be? 
There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Jesus, 
He  does  sustain  when  cares  distress. 
I  have  proved  His  comforting  promise, 
Fully  trusting,  I  now  can  rest. 
*       *       *       * 

GOD'S  TREASURE  STORE 

God  has  the  key  that  locks  my  heart 
And  has  hidden  it  away  in  a  secret  part. 
The  hidden  place  is  so  concealed 
'Tis  in  His  treasury  of  love. 
But  you  may  find  it  there  revealed 
To  open  doors  for  you  above. 
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LIFE'S    TAPESTRY 

God  weaves  into  the  warp  and  weft 
Of  human  tapestry 

Bright  strands,  both  colorful  and  pure, 
With  courage  to  endure. 

(Chorus) 
My  blessed  Saviour  I  adore, 
Thy  gift  of  love  is  mine. 
Give  me  more  simple  faith  to  trust, 
My  precious  One  divine. 

Then  strand  by  strand  God  takes  my  thoughts 

Though  tangled  oft  they  seem. 

He  weaves  them  in  His  loom  above 

With  garlands  gay  of  love. 

He  straightens  out  the  knotted  skein 
Of  threads,  that  I  may  gain 
Joy,  peace  and  patience  still, 
With  faith  to  do  His  will. 

*  *       *       * 
YOUR  BIRTHDAY 

Time  with  silvery  wings 
Flies  and  soars  away, 

But  golden  thoughts  will  be  left  to  you 

Of  a  happy,  dear  birthday. 
May  golden  moments  come  to  you, 
And  golden  sunsets  too, 

With  golden  memories  of  days  gone  by 

That  brings  ecstasy  anew. 

May  loving  friendships, 
Enduring,  sweet 

Make  your  trust  and  happiness 

All  complete. 

May  you  have  golden  days 
To  laugh  and  sing, 

And  golden  voices 

To  make  the  air  ring. 

We'll  tie  all  your  blessings 

With  a  golden  string, 

And  thank  God  forever 

That  you  to  His  promises  cling. 

You  are  my  pal  far,  far  away, 

But  by  the  pen  you've  come  quite  near. 

I  wish  joy  on  this,  the  day 

Of  days  for  you, my  dear. 

(Written  for  Mrs.  Richardson,  Sioux  Falls,  S.  D., 
U.  S.  A.,  for  her  birthday.) 

*  *       *       * 

CHRYSALIS SOUL 

The  chrysalis  emerges  from  its  silent  cocoon  a  beautiful 
butterfly,  into  a  natural  world  of  wondrous  beauty,  — 

So  the  soul  slips  out  of  its  house  of  clay  into  a  spiritual 
world  of  radiant  loveliness,  glorified  like  Christ. 
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PROGRESSION 

Some  believe  the  world  is  getting  worse, 

Quiet  homelife  is  gone  they  say, 

Things  are  different  in  this  age, 

But  Oh!  it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

Even  the  style  in  clothes  seems  queer 

And  pies  and  cakes  in  grand  array 

No  longer  grace  our  pantry  shelves, 

But  Oh!  it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

The  auto  has  replaced  the  horse 

For  speeding  on  the  wide  highway, 

And  danger  lurks  at  every  turn 

But  Oh!  it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

Machines  do  spiral  dips  and  dives 

On  their  airy  mapped  roadway, 

And  submarines  solve  the  mysterious  sea, 

But  Oh!   it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

Daylight  saving  time's  a  bore, 

Children's  sleep  is  spoiled  for  play, 

The  confusion  of  our  life  extends. 

But  say!  it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

Respect  for  parents  is  seldom  seen, 

And  children  their  elders  disobey; 

The  jazzy  crooning  still  goes  on 

But  Oh!  it's  grand  to  be  alive  to-day. 

But  take  a  step  aside  from  life, 

And  then  I  still  will  say 

You'll  find  eternal  things  unchanged, 

But  isn't  it  grand  to  be  alive  to-day? 

*       *       *       * 

THE  GYPSY  TRAIL 

When  sap  crawls  up  slowly  to  the  tree  tops, 

And  buds  begin  to  swell,  then  my  gypsy  blood  begins  to 
warm  and  tingle,  and  I  know  full  well  the  meaning, 
so  must  get  the  resin  for  the  fiddle,  get  the  tambour- 
ine and  flute,  hitch  the  horses  to  the  wagons,  call  the 
dogs  and  give  the  horn  a  toot!  for  we're  off  a-roam- 
ing  gladly,  happy  over  hill  and  dale,  riding  broncho 
ponies  over  glens  and  vales. 

Dress  in  your  gaudy  colors,  maids,  silk  sashes,  spangles  and 
rings,  for  we  must  a-roving  go  along  the  sunset  trail 
for  it  is  spring! 

By  dancing  the  hora,  laughter  and  song,  we  make  our  liv- 
ing as  we  ramble  along,  eastward  to  Roumania  or 
to  sunny  Spain,  telling  fortunes  witty  for  a  paltry 
gain. 

When  the  summer  ends  and  we  come  back  again,  while 
amber  leaves  begin  to  fall,  and  around  the  evening 
fire  and  meal,  weave  tales  of  such  romance  that 
make  our  hearts  really  leap  and  dance,  then  when 
winter  comes  again  our  heart  longing's  freeze,  we  sit 
lazily  around  spinning  yarns,  playing  cards,  and 
listening  to  the  cold  sharp  breeze. 
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CRYSTAL  WEDDING 

True  love,  crystal  pure, 
May  it  be  borne  to-day  on  fairy  wings 
Into  sadder  hearts  than  yours, 
Because  you  are  happy  to-day! 

Chaste  love,  your  love, 

Plunged  deep  in  the  heart  of  God; 

May  you  cling  together,  whate'er  the 

future  may  bring, 
For  you  are  gay  to-day! 

Dear  love,  your  love, 
Your  life  and  love  may  God  richly  bless, 
Give  health,  faith  and  abiding  grace, 
For  you  have  joy  to-day! 

May  golden  years  be  left  for  you, 

And  golden  moments  too, 

For  loving  service  to  God  and  man 

In  this  world  as  you  pilgrimage  through. 

(Dedicated  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Murphy  on 

their  fifteenth  wedding  anniversary, 

June  29th,  1938.) 


ALLOTMENTS 

How  many  pickets  on  the  garden  fence? 

One,  two,  three,  four. 

How  many  sparrows  all  in  a  row? 

A  picket,  a  sparrow,  then  three  sparrows  more! 

How  many  sparrows  on  the  ground? 
One,  two,  three,  four. 

How  many  crumbs  there  strewn  around? 
A  crumb,  a  sparrow,  then  three  sparrows  more! 
*       *       *       * 

TRANQUILITY 

Rest  my  poor  heart  to-night, 
Nor  comprehend 
How  tired  of  heart  and  lonely. 
Gray  the  days,  —  —  but 

Forget  the  past, and 

Life  anew  seek. 

After  the  storm  the  sun  will  shine 
And  the  rainbow  colors  hold. 
Promise  secure  I  can  enfold, 
Rest  my  poor  heart  to-night. 


Moments  we  spend  for  self  are  dross, 

But  moments  we  spend  in  secret  with  God, 

Are  golden. 

*      *       *      * 

Let  us  never  put  off  a  golden  moment  for  Christ — 

It  may  never  return  to  us  again. 

God's  golden  moments  can  be  our  moments  of  gold. 

62 


GATHERING  OF  THE  FAIRIES 

Through  wooded  dells  I  strolled  one  even 
To  see  the  fairy  bands  meet, 
Soon  fluttery  things  with  gossamer  wings 
Came  with  nimble  dancing  feet. 

They  had  gathered  wild  cherries 

And  sweet  briar  berries. 

For  feasting  is  their  delight. 

On  dried  fern  beds  their  tables  were  spread 

And  My!  what  a  glorious  sight! 

With  slender  flutes  of  fine  elder  reed 
And  guilded  trumpets  distinct  and  clear, 
Blended  with  harps  of  silky  webs 
Formed  music  perfectly  grand  to  hear. 

Then  under  a  mystical  pale  dappled  sky 
In  tune  they  sang  far  into  the  night, 
And  danced  in  frocks  of  rainbow  tints 
By  a  weird  blue  faint  torch  light. 

The  great  outdoors  is  their  abode 
In  throbbing  joyous  weather. 
The  moon,  the  stars  and  all  the  woods 
Give  them  enchanted  pleasure. 

I  know  fairies  are  very  sweet, 
Sunny,  merry  and  so  discrete. 

*  *       *       * 
REGRET 

I  love  the  stars, 

I  love  the  moon, 
But  not  the  sunset 

Glow,  too  soon. 

I  love  the  dew, 

I  love  the  rose, 
But  not  the  frost 

That  winter  knows. 

I  love  all  beauty 

Birds  and  song, 
But  fear  the  end 

Of  this  fair  throng 

Light  passes  with  the  dark 

Scent  with  the  summer's  close, 
Yet  music  fills  the  gloaming, 

The  night  with  rapture  sows. 

#  *       *       * 

A  CHRISTMAS  WISH 

My  wish  for  you  is  happiness, 
A  wish  I  send  this  year, 
"Peace  on  Earth,  with  Peace  of  Mind 
And  lots  of  Christmas  cheer." 
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GIFTS 

I  winged  a  song,  a  tender  song 
With  joy  and  mirth  a  part, 
Thinking  my  soul-filled   singing 
Would   calm  your  trouhled  heart. 

I  sent  a  word,  a  friendly  word 
Of  courage  just  to-day, 
Thinking  my  little  message  hright 
Would  drop  sunshine  on  its  way. 

I  did  a  deed,  a  noble  deed 
With  loving  care,  'tis  true, 
Thinking  my  little  act  sincere 
Would  bring  happiness  to  you. 

All  these  gems  I  must  confess 
With  kindness  I  did  strew 
Along  your  path,  and  many  more 
Of  love,  if  you  but  knew. 


WASH    DAY   REVERIE 

Monday  Morning!  and  I  sigh, 
And  fear  my  clothes  will  not  dry! 
Just  keep  sweet,  the  sun  will  shine 
Before  I  finish  them  for  the  line. 

Well  here's  wee  Jamie's  little  frock, 
In  bubbling  suds  it  must  go. 
How  cute  it  will  look  with  others 
Hanging  straight  in  a  row. 

My  head's  in  a  whirl, 

My  feet  are  so  sore,  Oh!  dear,  this  washing's  a  bore. 

I  must  get  ready  for  baking 

Pies,  cakes  and  tarts  galore. 

Have  I  finished  my  task? 

Oh  yes,  it's  all  done! 

But  just  let  me  say, 

Wash  day  is  never  very  much  fun. 


A   DREAM 

A  dream  can  be  a  gladdening  thing, 
Mischievous  and  a  maddening  thing, 
It  can  tantalize  and  haunt  you, 
Mock  and  very  easily  taunt  you, 
It  can  worry  and  confuse  you, 
And  by  its  silliness  abuse  you. 

But  if  you  would  be  clever 
Take  no  notice,  never,  never. 
Don't  let  it  make  you  awfully  blue, 
It  may  be  only  teasing  you. 
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SONG  OF  THE   ROBIN 

Out  from  the  drip  of  April  showers 
The  ether  a  chorus  of  tangled  song, 
As  robin  red  breast's  liquid  notes 
Into  my  heart  come  down. 

Care  and  worry  soon  take  flight 
When  I  hear  this  gay  little  fellow. 
He  thrills  soft  radiant  notes  of  love, 
Magical,  sweet  and  mellow. 

Why  should  he  worry,  fret  or  fear 
When  God  his  food  does  provide? 
So  he  cheerfully  sings  coquettishly, 
His  lovely  mate  by  his  side. 

Fondly  he  watches  the  cosy  nest 
Protecting  his  dainty  queen, 
In  the  old  pear  tree  the  trysting  place 
'Neath  leaves  of  emerald  green. 


IF  YOU   SHOULD  COME 

Hanging  on  the  bob  and  gaily  swinging, 

My  brass  kettle  will  be  singing, 

When  the  door  bell  you  are  ringing 

To  come  in  and  sit  with  me. 

Out  of  doors  cold  blasts  are  stinging, 

But  thoughts  of  robins  northward  winging 

Give  our  hearts  true  comfort,  bringing 

A  lovely  rhapsody  of  spring! 

We'll  put  dire  tales  away  a-flinging, 

So  at  our  heart  they  won't  be  clinging. 

Just  beautiful  things  we  will  be  singing, 

A  song  of  happiness. 

(Inspired  to  write  this  through  an  item  in 
the  Homemaker's  Page  of  the  Globe  and 
Mail,   Toronto.) 


MY  ONE  TRUE  LOVE 

Often  in  the  quiet  gloaming 

My  restless  thoughts  go  a-roaming 

To  the  one  I  truly  loved. 

I  had  no  thought  or  dread  of  fear 

When  he  was  near,  he  always  was  so  brave 

And  very,  very  dear  to  me. 

It  is  true,  • —  — 

I  have  loved  no  other, 

Neither  sister,  friend  or  brother 

Like  my  only  one  true  love. 

Some  may  trifle,  and  even  barter, 

And  have  no  golden  memories  true. 

They  may  have  lost,  —  —  yet  never  loved, 

From  my  heart  I  pity  them, 

Don't  you? 
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APRIL   SYMPHONIES 

April  rain  in  puddles  are  dancing. 

And  ;ii  my  garden's  plighl  I'm  glancing, 

While  I  sit  ever  hopeful,  fancying 

A  perfect  rose  day  in  June. 

But  the  rain  keeps  drip,  drip,  dripping 

Pearly  raindrops  from  branches  swinging, 

Then  they  drop  in  a  mystical  pool. 

Calmly  wee  draughts  of  tea  I  keep  sip,  sip,  sipping, 

Thinking  Oh!  joy  to  soon  be  sitting 

Lazily  with  a  book  under  skies  of  blue. 

Soon,  very  soon  the  sun  will  be  gleaming 

On  spring  flowers,  their  cheeks  with  smiles  beaming, 

Then  heaps  of  delight  in  my  heart  will  come  stealing 

And  drive  all  the  clouds  away. 

Robins  in  the  rain,  love-notes  are  singing, 

For  well  they  know  the  miracle  bringing 

Leaves  opening  for  the  sheltered  nest, 

Where  sweet  birdlets  will  be  clinging  until  strong 

to  go  a-winging 
Through  ether  far  and  wide. 
We  love  to  hear  these  symphonies  ringing, 
Putting  winter  gloom  away,  with  pleasure 
Flinging  it  upon  the  warm  breast  of  spring. 


BEAUTY 

My  heart  in  eagerness  absorbs 

All  beauty  of  flower  and  tree, 
Noiseless  butterflies  on  the  wing 

And  the  busy  bumble  bee. 
My  heart  in  thankfulness  receives 

All  joys  that  life  can  give. 
Transient  sometimes  though  they  seem 

It  is  real  joyousness  to  live. 


Clouds  and  your  smiles  can  be  etched  with  golden  beauty. 


MY   LITTLE  WORLD 

I  like  my  little  world  to  be 

Rimmed  about  with  radiant  beauty, 

Deep  and  wide,  and  high  and  long,  so  birds 

A-winging  through  the  ether's  maze 

Will  cheer  and  gladden  with  their  pretty  song. 

Then  as  they're  singing  a  merry  refrain, 
I'll  lay  me  down  in  peace  to  sleep 
Close  beside  a  mossy  rose-bed 
In  perfume  and  bird-song  so  richly  sweet. 

In  blissful  ecstasy  I'll  sleep  and  dream 
Of  beauty,  and  willingly  stay 
Until  I  awake  with  the  golden  sunrise 
To  welcome  another  new-born  day. 
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COVETED   SOLITUDE 

Oh!  to  be  high  on  some  rugged  crag, 

Sky  roofed,  forsaking  care. 
Where  the  eagle  soars  with  freedom 

And  worries  simmer  into  thin  air. 

Or  to  be  perched  on  a  hill  top 

Hugging  up  close  to  the  sky,  where  the 

Whispering  clouds  like  gossamer  wings 
Glisten  as  they  go  by. 

Or  where  mystery  broods  in  silence, 

Unfathomless  in  the  sea. 
Beauty  drenched,  my  soul  in  gladness, 

Would  cry  in  joyful  ecstasy. 


TO  MY  YOUNGEST  SON  ON   HIS 
TWENTY-FIRST   BIRTHDAY 

Time  has  stolen  my  boy  away 

And  now  manhood  has  begun, 

But  to  me  you'll  always  be  a  lad 
Though  your  years  are  twenty-one. 

You're  loyal  my  boy,  good  and  true, 
And  have  been  kind  to  me  my  son, 

I  hold  rich  faith  and  joy  in  you, 

And  now  you're  a  man, 

Years  twenty-one. 
*      *      *      * 
ETCHINGS 


Did  you  ever  think  the  twinkling  stai-s 
Were  windows  of  the  blue  sky  bright? 
And  the  great  big  moon  a  panel  door 
To  shine  out  beams  of  opalescent  light? 

Did  you  ever  think  the  rainbow, 
Ribboned  across  the  sky, 
Could  be  used  to  loop  the  curtains 
On  the  starry  windows  high? 

Did  you  ever  know  in  each  flower's  heart 
Life's  seed  lies  nestled  sweet 
And  every  tiny  blade  of  grass 
Peeps  up  the  spring  to  greet? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  robin's  song 
Can  soothe  a  heart  when  feeling  blue? 
And  a  happy  little  smile  can  cheer. 

If  you  didn't, with  love  I'm  telling  you. 

*       *       *       * 

WINTER   MAGIC 

Fairy  magic  brought  silver  rime  last  night  and 
shrouded  the  branches  of  the  trees  and  shrubs  like  sparkles 
of  heavenly  light,  but  when  the  sun  awoke  and  beamed  in 
brilliance,  the  fairy  rime  sifted  down  into  jeweled  cups  of 
loveliness,  like  Midas  and  his  gold. 
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FIRST    ROBIN 

Jovial   red-breasted   wanderers 
You  thoughl   you'd  come  early  this  year! 
We  welcome  and  greatly  admire  you 
When  you  sing  sweet  carols  so  dear. 

You  tried  to  catch   us  unawares 

I. ut   we  were  watching,  you  see! 

Pretty  soon  some  one  said 

"Look!  Mr.  Robin  sitting  on  the  bough  of  a  tree." 

The  snow-drops  and  crocus  invite  you 
To  bathe  in  the  April  rain, 
And  the  soft  sweet  winds  will  caress  you 
At  your  reception  back  again. 

You've  come  to  see  the  pussy  willows 
Sunning  beside  the  old  stream 
In  little  fur  coats,  grey  and  Oh!  so  warm, 
Come  out  from  winter's  white  dream. 

You  loved  it  here  with  us  last  spring, 

And  your  fledglings  loved  it  too, 

So  be  happy  and  sing  when  the  day  is  young 

Near  the  nest,  under  skies  of  blue. 


CLOTHES  LINE  DISPUTE 

It's  not  very  nice  at  the  end  of  the  line 
Said  hankies  to  the  pillow-slips  fine, 
Near  the  middle  I  would  rather  be, 
Beside  the  aprons,  then  I  could  see 
Table  linen  swinging  in  its  glee. 
We  towels  feel  honored  in  this  row, 
Our  whiteness  to  the  others  show. 
Sheets  string  out  with  lengthy  hems 
While  nighties  solemnly  defend 
Stockings,  and  all  dark  things  demure 
Out  of  place  near  white,  I  feel  sure. 


CHILD'S  DREAM   GARDEN 

In  and  around  the  cookie  bush 

Little  nymphs  skip  and  play, 

Or  sipping  nectar  from  golden  bowls 

While  loitering  the  happy  hours  away, 

Some  climbing  little  brown  dough-nut  trees 

Swinging  in  the  breeze, 

Playing  their  flutes  of  elder  fine 

To  butterflies  dancing  around 

Pale  green  apple-pie  vines. 

So  sleepy  now  they  cuddle  up, 

These  little  fairy  things, 

Into  tartlet  beds  cosy  and  light, 

Until  the  birdies  call  them  again 

Out  in  the  sunbeams  bright. 
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GOLD 

There's  green  and  gold  leaves  on  the  mountain's  side, 
And  golden  sunbeams  edged  with  blue. 
There's  pink  and  gold  ribbons  of  the  rainbow 
And  the  moon  streams  magical  gold  for  you. 

There's  gold  in  the  early,  early  morning, 
And  gold  at  evening's  sunset  glow, 
More  gold  in  the  world  than  we  dream  of, 
Yes,  more  than  we  ever  will  know. 

There's  gold  in  the  dreams  of  springtime, 
And  mints  of  gold  in  the  heart  of  a  friend. 
There's  plenty  of  gold   in  midsummer's  glory 
And  white  winter's  gold  that  God  sends. 

There's  gold  in  the  song  of  a  robin, 
And  pure  gold  in  a  baby's  smile. 
There's  golden  beauty  for  all  of  us, 
Golden  loveliness  worth-while. 

There's  promises  golden  God  has  given, 
Yes,  golden  truths  for  us  He  gave, 
We  find  golden  solace  in  believing 
"He  died  on  the  cross  our  souls  to  save." 

(Dedicated  to  my  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Ada  M.  Christian, 
on  Pitcairn  Island,  South  Pacific  Ocean). 


TO  "DOWN    EAST" 

In  a  little  fishing  village  down 

Near  the  shore  by  the  sea. 

Lives  a  mother,  kind  hearted,  brave  and  true. 

She  serves  family  and  friend  with  loving  care, 

Beside  the  sea,  the  rolling  friendly  sea, 

Down  by  the  beautiful  sea. 

The  breakers  tumble  in  and  smear 
With  salt  her  cottage  windows  neat, 
But  she  can  see  the  beauty  of  the  storm 

king's  majesty, 
For  she  loves  the  sea, 
The  billowy  frolicking  sea, 
Down  by  the  boist'rous  sea! 

When  loved  ones  roam  the  surface  of  the  deep, 

In  boats  their  living  to  procure, 

With  humble  trust  and  earnestness 

She  asks  the  dear  Lord  with  them  to  abide 

While  on  the  sea, 

The  jubilant  foamy  sea, 

Down  by  the  halcyon  sea. 

(Dedicated  to  Mrs.  Ada  Williams, 
Halifax  Co.,  Nova  Scotia) 
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A  SALUTE  TO  NEW  ZEALAND 

A  country  embracing  a.  million  wonders  of 
Beauty,  rivers,   mountains  and  streams, 
'Twined  in  magnificent  splendor 
And  draped  in  magical  dreams. 

A  brilliant  diadem  encircled  by  water 
It  lies  like  slumbering  music  cradled 
In  time's  tranquility,  in  a  completed 
Tropical  paradise  of  God's  efficiency. 

Snow-capped  peaks  and  satin  waters 
<;  learn  rare  gems  in  nature's  crown, 
"While  gorgeous  seething  and  mighty  are  the 
Falls  as  they  come  tumbling  down. 

Friendly  flowers  nod  in  the  summer's  sunshine 
While  sheep  graze  green  pasture  close  and  clean, 
And  cattle  low  contentedly 
As  the  sunlight  lends  its  beam. 

Trees  a  thousand  years  or  more 
Stand  idly  gazing  at  the  sky, 
With  arms  outstretched  invitingly 
To  welcome  kindly  passersby. 

I  would  be  a  wanderer  over  this  beautiful  isle, 
Delighted  to  be  foot-loose,  and  free  to 
Drink  in  the  beauty  of  a  mirrored  lake 
Or  stand  by  a  rippling  mischievous  sea. 

From  Canada  we  salute  this  far-away  Isle 
As  a  lovable  sister  true  and  grand, 
And  feel  God  surely  made  no  mistake 
"When  He  formed  lovely  New  Zealand. 

(Dedicated  to  friends  in  Dannevirke,  New  Zealand) 


OUR   STAR 

"Yes  our  star  will  tell  us." 

If  we  laugh,  and  if  we  weep, 

If  we  wake,  and  if  we  sleep, 

If  we're  gay,  and  if  we  dream, 

If  we're  enchanted  with  the  moon's  soft  gleam, 

If  some  poesy  thoughts  wing  along  our  way. 

Yes,  we're  truly  happy  all  the  precious  day. 

"Well  we  know  this  tell  tale  wonder  sweet 

Oh!  so  very  far  away 

"Will  our  inmost  secrets  disclose  at  the  beginning 

and  closing  of  every  day. 
This  distant,  twinkling  bright  evening  star 
Will  watch  with  wisdom  patiently  wherever  we  are. 

(Written  to  my  dear  Poetess  Friend). 


Use  my  will,  O  Lord,  that  I  may  be  able  to  overcome 
with  Thy  help  all  unkind  words  spoken  in  haste. 
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SUNNY  DANDELION 

Unnoticed  by  distinctive  flowers 

I  see  you  hiding  on  my  lawn! 

Sunny  orpin  wanderers, 

Round  faces  peeping  at  the  dawn. 

In  velvet  applique  discrete 

Bright  happy  gems  for  garlanding, 

I  greet  you  with  a  glance  annoyed,  but 

You're  child's  delight  in  early  spring. 

Though  shunned  by  aristocratic  flowers 

Your  daintiness  to  me  is  gay, 

Then  when  summer  wanes,  corollas  turn  white 

And  you  noiselessly  steal  away. 


FRIENDSHIP  GOLDEN 

We  are  weaving  bright  colors 

In  the  robe  of  life, 

Each  seam  precise  with  care. 

The  pattern  is  an  emblem  grand 

Of  golden  friendship  rare. 

Friendship  is  golden 

Don't  you  see? 

And  is  what  we  all  crave, 

Yes, you  and  me. 

Silver  threads  commingle  with 

The  red  and  blue, 

And  good  resolutions,  firm  yet  sweet, 

Are  woven  in  the  fabric  of  friendship's  loom, 

Which  will  bring  true  happiness  complete. 

Friendship  is  golden 
Don't  you  know? 
And  that  is  why 
We  all  love  it  so. 

(Dedicated  to  my  two  brothers) 


A   WISH 

Oh!  that  I  were  a  butterfly 

With  wings  of  gossamer  grand, 

I'd  soar  and  soar  through  ether  wide 

To  some  far  off  happy  land. 

Sipping  the  nectar  sweet 

Or  in  sunbeams  flitting  away, 

Happy  I'd  be  with  freedom  and  joy 

Elucidating  a  glorious  day. 

My  thirst  assuage  from  trumpet  flowers, 

In  fact, my  every  care 

I  know  would  be  perfectly  satisfied 
When  I've  culled  all  these  beauties  rare. 


Just  a  wee  bit  of  heaven 

Snuggled  up  in  the  heart  of  a  child. 
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A  SURRENDERED  LIFE 

A  life  surrendered  to  Christ 
Is  offered  each  moment  of  time. 
Temptations  come,  hut  His  power  is  strong, 
And  love  like  a  light  will  shine. 

It  is  sweet  to  serve  the  Master 
With  a  kind  word  here  and  ihere, 
Scattered  like  seed  into  good  ground 
The  harvest  with  Him  we'll  share. 

Outside  the  camp  with  Christ  is  sacrifice, 
The  world  has  no  place  for  me, 
Since  Christ  my  Saviour  suffered 
On  the  cross  my  soul  to  free. 

The  price  was  paid  for  you  and  me, 
His  love,  how  grand  the  way, 
We  must  strive  and  still  keep  on 
Till  we  reach  God's  endless  day. 


FIRST  VIOLETS 

Sunbeams  bright  and  star-dust, 

Moon-mist  and  drops  of  dew, 

Kiss  the  first  dear  violets 

When  their  heads  peep  through 

Coverings  of  dead  moss  and  leaves 

Out  in  the  glorious  spring! 

To  hurry  the  bees  and  dreaming  flowers 

On  to  hear  the  blue-jays  sing. 

I  picked  one  happy  little  gem 

So  sweet  and  friendly  to  me, 

That  rare  delight  my  memory  filled 

With  joys  that  used  to  be  twined 

Round  my  heart  when  love  was  young  and  gay. 

So  won't  you  gentle  violets 

When  spring  has  slipped  away 

Leave  perfume  lingering  aimlessly 

Near  to  me  alway? 

Tiny  violet,  princess  of  spring! 
Memories  of  you  I'm  cherishing. 

(Dedicated  to  my  friend,  Mrs.  Novelle  Heaney, 
Portland,  Oregon,  U.  S.  A.) 


WINTER  SUNSET 

After  letting  its  radiant  beams  warm  chilly  hearts,  the 
sun  scooted  down  behind  the  ledge  of  the  mountain  last 
night  in  a  thin  gauze  veil  of  misty  loveliness,  but  leaving 
a  promise  of  warmth  and  brightness  for  the  coming  morrow. 
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PINE  TREES 

Across  the  meadow  beside  a  stream 
Stands  a  row  of  old  pines  stately  and  tall, 
Noisy  as  child's  play  when  north  winds  blow, 
But  for  comfort,  a  welcome  to  birds 
Sheltering. 

Unmindful  of  the  passersby, 

With  heads  erect  pointing  to  the  sky 

They  pierce  the  ether  and  filter  sunshine, 

And  gather  in  dreams  for 

Remembering. 

Defiantly  rugged  they  receive  the  torments  of  fate, 
And  stitch  with  fairy  fingers  green  magic  of  spring. 
They  scan  all  directions  with  unbridled  joy 
And  wear  a  cloak  of  refinement  for 
Covering 


DESIRES 

I  want  to  sit  by  the  fretful  sea,  when  the 
Waves  are  piling  high  waiting  a  coming  storm. 

And  gulls  wing  low  and  anxiously  cry 
'Tis  there  my  new  dreams  will  be  born. 

Or  kneel  at  a  shrine  in  a  niche  by  the  road 

In  some  far  away  friendly  land, 
And  there  confide  my  all  in  God, 

For  I  know  He  will  understand. 

I  want  to  stand  on  some  mountain  high 
Where  land  and  sky  appear  to  meet 

And  hold  communion  with  the  elements 
Of  wind,  and  rain  and  sleet. 

Or  loiter  in  a  valley  where  cowslips  hide 
And  buttercups  and  violets  are  growing, 

And  like  Old  Saxony  lace  are  the  leaves  of  ferns 
Placed  there  by  God's  own  sowing. 

I  want  to  reach  high  for  a  golden  sunbeam 

To  tie  on  a  bird's  green  wing, 
With  a  loveable  message  of  promised  joy 

When  it  awakes  at  sunrise  to  sing. 

Or  laugh  at  the  winds  with  their  jovial  pranks, 
Eddying  dust  in  whirlwinds  of  spray,  or  shifting 

White  clouds,  and  teasing  the  trees,  that 
Swiftly  rock  the  birdies  in  play. 

I  want  to  rest  on  some  coral  isle, 

Where  I'll  be  released  from  trouble  and  care, 
And  let  flirting  moonbeams  caress  my  cheek, 

And  perfume  of  sea  salt  sift  through  my  hair. 

If  all  good  desires  could  be  fulfilled 

What  a  dear  world  this  would  be. 
Then  I'd  weave  these  desires  in  the  loom  of  life 

For  a  pattern  of  happiness  for  all  to  see. 
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THE  BOBOLINKS  SONG 

As  the  sun  awoke  and  stretched  itself, 

I  heard  a  bob-o-link  in  t lie  greenwood  singing 

••('nine  dear!   come  near!   come  dear!   come  near!' 

lis  song  divine  sel  my  ragged  thoughts  winging. 

I  listened, — then  decided  to  follow  its  song 

O'er  meadow  and  valley  swinging, 

Such  happiness  shown  by  a  chic  little  bird 

Cosied  my  heart  with  its  tenderness  ringing. 

A  message  of  loveliness,  rich  dreamily  sweet 

It  sang  to  its  love-mate  entreating. 

Won't  you  do  as  I  did,  just  follow  its  song, 

And  receive  joy  from  its  heart's  ardent  pleading? 


BELATED  VOYAGE 

Perplexed  I  stand  on  the  summit  of  life's  highway, 

And  gaze  at  the  glories 

Of  old  enchanted  purposes. 

Crushed  hopes  of  climbing  hills  of  fame, 

Lighting  lamps  of  valors  as  seers  of  old, 

Uncharted  seas  of  life  I'd  span 

Sifting  the  offal  into  rich  gold. 

I'd  travel  in  a  silvery  ship,  with  dream  sails 

catching  the  fairy  wind. 
To  far  away  isles  of  gay  romance, 

Leaving  sorrow  and  care  far,  far  behind, 

But  my  heart  marooned  sighs  for  home. 


CHOICE  GIFTS 

I  sent  a  thought  white  as  the  down  on  a  thistle 
On  the  tip  of  an  oriole's  wing, 

It  was  mellow  as  the  bloom  on  sweet  clover  and  rose, 
Or  a  vesper  song  the  nightingales  sing. 
I  hung  a  wish  on  the  point  of  a  star 
And  dear  one  you  know  its  for  you. 
Garland  your  hair  with  a  loop  of  sunbeams  and  honey- 
suckle twined, 
And  circle  with  a  halo  of  blue. 

I  placed  a  message  on  the  rainbow's  rim, 
Wise  fairies  saw  it  there,  and  ycu  got  it 
While  searching  for  the  pot  of  gold 
In  lover's  dreamland  fair. 
I  cradled  a  kiss  in  the  crescent  of  the  moon, 
And  its  sweetness  spread  far  and  near, 
Sparkling  like  a  jewel  on  a  butterfly's  wing 
In  our  sweet  loveland  dear. 
I  gave  my  thought,  wish,  message  and  a  kiss 
To  the  winds  to  scatter  at  will,  so  it  gave 
To  the  flowers  and  bird-songs  gay,  perfume  and  hap- 
piness, these  embraced  will  help 
All  dull  moments  to  soon  fade  away. 

(Dedicated  to  my  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Chas.  Holcombe, 

Hamilton,  Ontario). 
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THE   GYPSY    ENCHANTRESS 

With  serpentine  gestures,  the  gypsy  enchantress 

Wears  colors  entreating,  almost  bewitching, 

Love's  jet  eyes  appealing 

To  her  brave  troubadour,  a  mouth  small     inviting     shows 

glistening  teeth  white, 
Sweet  smiles  rare,  obeying  red  lips  that  are  saying  a  mes- 
sage of  love. 
Merrily  she  tinkles  her  brass  tambourine 
And  gleefully  dances  coquettish. 
Light-hearted  and  cunning,  her  loveliness  maddening,  while 

hearts  she  is  gladdening  with  music  divine. 
See!    she  is  swaying,  her  tambourine  playing  in  rhythm 
supreme, 

But  hark  she  is  singing, 

"My  love  of  the  mountains 
Your  tryst  keep  with  me. 
Come,  come  in  the  evening 
When  stars  are  all  peeping. 
I  will  be  waiting, 
Come,  love,  come  to  me." 

Her  gay  spirit  conquered, 
Love's  wandering  troubadour. 


TWO   QUEENS 

Sunshine,  smiles  and  you 

In  harmony  blend 

In  a  grand  and  glorious  part 

Where  the  rose  is  queen  of  the  garden, 

But  you  dear,  are  queen  of  my  heart. 

As  queen  the  rose  in  splendor 

Sits  in  the  garden's  fair  mart, 

While  all  the  flowers  in  allegiance  bow, 

But  you  dear, enthrone  my  heart. 

*      *      *      * 
THE  LITTLE  DIPPER'S  COURTSHIP 

Beside  the  milky  way 
A  beaming  star  stole  out  one  night, 
And  spied  the  wee  dipper  making  love  to 
The  moon  in  fond  delight. 

The  milky  way  is  ethereal  way, 
Its  path  is  white  as  snow,  edged  with 
Blue  and  sown  with  jewels, 
Giving  sparkling  radiant  glow. 

With  admiration  the  other  stars 
Thought  this  love  would  vanish  soon, 
But  no!  she  loved  him,  and  they  embraced 
Forever  in  the  crescent  of  the  moon. 

Ah!  the  dipper  was  not  fickle, 
They  swung  in  the  half  moon  sickle. 
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REWARDS 

A  bulb  may  bring  forth  gay  flowers, 

A  word  bring  joy  for  one in  need, 

Hut  a  tree  to  beauty  will  not  grow 
Unless  planted  when  but  a  seed. 

A  deed  may  bring  great  pleasure, 
A  kind  smile  may  comfort  bring, 
But  a  bird  sings  much  more  sweetly 
To  its  love-mate  in  the  spring. 
A  rose  may  spread  its  perfume, 
Cheery  thoughts  bring  peace  untold, 
But  the  colors  of  the  rainbow 
Come  when  the  clouds  unfold. 

The  morning's  richness  and  splendor 
Are  skies  rose-tinted  and  blue, 
But  a  life  in  Christ  when  yielded 
Scatters  blessings  rich  and  true. 

*  *      *      * 

WINTER   SUNSET 

Veiled  in  a  habit  of  radiant  loveliness  the  sun  disap- 
peared noiselessly  over  the  roof  of  the  mountain  last  night 
into  its  retreat,  as  a  nun  withdraws  into  welcome  convent 
walls  and  waits  the  evening  bell  for  prayers. 

*  *       *       * 

A    PASTORAL 

A  brave  shepherd  lad 

On  the  hills  minding  sheep, 
Met  a  sweet  lassie — 

A  modern  bo-peep. 
"From  school  I  can  stay", 

Said  she,  "if  I  like. 
The  day  is  so  lovely 

We'll  go  for  a  hike." 

He  didn't  need  urging, 

They  both  ran  together, 
Forgetting  the  sheep, 

Fully  bent  on  their  pleasure. 
They  ran  and  they  skipped, 

Gathered  bluebells  and  ferns 
Until  the  day  darkened, 

Then  back  they  returned. 

But  the  sheep  were  all  scattered, 

Some  sick  and  some  lame, 
But  we  can't  scold  the  shepherd, 

It  was  love  to  blame. 


If  you  cannot  be  a  rainbow 
Just  be  a  promise. 

If  you  cannot  be  the  flower's  perfume 
Just  show  your  courage. 
If  you  cannot  be  a  shower 
Just  drop  a  hopeful  word 
That  will  comfort  hearts  despairing 
Wherever  it  is  heard. 
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ODE   TO   A   DANDELION 

Sunny  velvet  vagabond 

Humblest  of  God's  flowers, 

You  drink  the  dew-drops  from  the  grass, 

And  rain  from  falling  showers. 

Embroidered  on  our  gardens  green 
In  many  open  spaces 
With  eyes  agaze  at  sun  and  birds, 
Glow  little  yellow  faces. 

Bringing  sunshine,  mirth  and  pleasure 

In  spring  to  girls  and  boys, 

When  with  your  golden  thoughts  you're  found 

Close  to  the  earth,  their  treasured  joys. 

You  are  so  fair  in  gold  and  green, 
The  lawns  are  yours  for  hide-and-seek 
With  bees  and  butterflies,  till  weary,  then 
You  nod  your  heads  in  blissful  sleep. 

But  when  the  later  summer  brings 
Flowers  more  entrancingly  gay 
Your  orpin  color  yields  to  white 
And  you  silently  slip  away. 

*  ♦  *  4 

DREGS 

Dregs  of  summer's  beauty  lie  curled  and  dry, 

Waiting  for  fairy  breezes  to  waft  them  high 

Above  dust  and  grime  into  space,  but  alas!  back  to  earth 
they  come,  and  into  the  soil  from  whence  they 
came,  having  done  their  duty  as  God  planned,  and 
they  once  again  in  mystery  charm  life's  season 
anew, 

Dregs  of  Life, 

How  have  we  used  the  minutes  and  days  God  has  entrusted 
to  us?     How  are  we  using  our  time? 

As  the  leaf  lifts  up  its  head  to  God  in  silent  adoration  for 
life  abundant,  can  we  lift  our  frail  soul  in  peni- 
tence and  say  "all  is  well." 

Have  we  done  our  duty?      Our  lives  like  dried  leaves  will 

shrivel  and  die,  and  will  be  caught  by  the  breeze 

and    blown    away    into    nothingness     if     all     our 

thoughts  and  deeds  are  not  conformed   to  God's 

perfect  will. 

*       *       *       * 

ENDLESS   DAY 

When  I'm  folded  in  the  mighty  universe 
And  aeons  of  years  have  passed  away, 
My  soul  with  yours  in  portals  of  love 
Will  linger  on  contentedly 
Through  God's  eternal  day. 

Oh,  the  joy  of  thoughts  celestial, 
Joined  in  heaven's  friendly  bands,  forever  one, 
With  God  and  angels  on  the  silver  sands, 
In  those  fair  supernal  happy  lands. 

*t*  *r  *F  *J* 

All  the  way  to  Calvary  He  went  for  you, 
For  me. 
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FLOWER   LORE 

The  trumpets  of  June  are  blowing 
To  waft  the  scent  of  flowers 
Into  my  Bungalow  door. 

The  canterbury  bells  are  ringing, 

Proclaiming  the  birds'  sweet  singing, 

A  song  for  my  heart's  desire. 

The  moonflower  sheds  its  radiance 

In  reverent  silence 

Down  on  my  altar  of  dreams. 

The  snapdragons  blush  as  the  stars 

Whisper  secrets  of 

Adoring  love. 

The  pansy  faces  brighten 

When  sprinkled  with  dust 

From  the  morning's  golden  sunbeams. 

The  fox-gloves  rejoice 

When  a  rainbow  of  promise 

Ribbons  across  the  sky. 

The  gaillardias  in  flaming  brilliance 

Smile  at  the  sun 

In  eagerness. 

The  petunias  are  happy 

When  humming  birds  are  gathering  honey 

For  an  entrancing  feast. 

Waking  or  sleeping  in  quiet  loveliness 

You'll  find  the  flowers  of  my  garden  fair. 


LITTLE  BLIND  STREET 

Snuggled  near  the  mountain's  foot 

A  dear  old  street  abruptly  ending  in  peace, 

Secluded  from  the  busy  city's  din 

Where  anxious  cares  and  worries  cease. 

Here  old  and  young  in  gardens  take  pride 

In  tranquil  pleasure,  —  here  great  trees  bend 

Above  the  lawns  all  gay  with  flowers, 

Here  spring  brings  back  some  feathered  friend. 

Here  each  one  shares  a  neighbor's  loss, 

Or  happiness  and  glad  delight, 

In  mutual  concerns  the  whole  day  through 

But  closes  his  own  door  softly  at  night. 

(Winter). 
A  winter  midnight,  and  unbroken  snow, 
This  street  untrammelled,  set  apart, 
Where  home  returning  feet  did  go 
To  happy  dreams  with  peaceful  heart. 

(The  little  street  on  which  I  live.) 


Though  the  cold  winds  of  misfortune  may  blow  over  your 
soul,  there  is  always  warmth  in  the  heart  of  a  friend, — 
Many  have  found  it  so. 
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MY  MOUNTAIN 

"Just  another  poem," 

So  the  cynics  say  

On  our  Hamilton  Mountain 

Overlooking  the  Bay. 

But  this  scenic  treasure 

Rising  at  the  city's  head 
Brings  the  heart  great  pleasure 

In  its  changing  green  to  red. 

With  the  first  mild  winds  of  April 

And  the  rain  along  its  brow, 
And  the  gold  and  scarlet  grandeur 

That  flames  in  glory  now. 

You  may  view  the  mountain  different 

From  where  you  stand,  but  I 
Find  ever  changing  inspiration 

Between  the  earth  and  sky. 

(The  Mountain  to  the  south  of  the  City 

of  Hamilton,  Ontario,  Canada. 

Great  scenic  view.) 

3p  Sj»  *p  »r» 

GOD'S   HIDDEN   THINGS 

God  hides  a  smile  in  the  waves 
Of  the  sea  that  will  dimple  bright 
Rainbows  for  you  and  for  me, 

God  hides  a  dew  drop  in  the  heart 

Of  a  rose,  where  sunbeams  and  golden 

Dreams  with  radiance  glows, 

God  hides  a  precious  thought  in  a 
Dear  child's  heart,  where  trustful  faith 
And  patient  love  will  not  let  depart. 

BE  BRAVE  MY  HEART 

I  said  to  my  heart,  "Be  brave 

When  the  tempest  beats  wildly  around  your  soul, 

Stand  steadfast  and  never  waver, 

Let  Christ  have  full  control." 

Worldly  gold  I  will  not  envy, 

Nor  will  I  idle  gossip  seek, 

Confident,  God's  hand  will  safely  guide  me 

Through  turbulent  waters  wide  and  deep. 

Then  I'll  banish  troublesome  worry, 
And  have  peace  not  known  before. 
With  Christ  so  close  beside  me, 
What  can  I  ask  for  more? 


That  I  may  say  some  kindly  words 
To  drop  in  a  lonely  heart, 

And  lift  it  above   earth's  sorrow, 
Then  I  have  done  my  part. 
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SPRING   IN   CANADA 

The  trees  have  had  their  faces  washed 
With  April  rain, 

The  earth  has  been  sun-kissed  with  smiles, 
Now  it  is  spring  again. 

The  birds  to  old  familiar  haunts 

Have  come  once  more, 

How  could  I  then  be  dreary  and  sad 

When  the  golden  sun  streams  in  my  door? 

Flowers  and  birds  are  beautiful, 

So  entrancingly  discrete, 

Their  perfume  and  song  a  rich  blending 

That  fills  my  life  with  rapture  sweet. 


FIRST  ROBIN'S  RHAPSODY 

At  the  evening's  edge,  dreamily 
My  eyes  espied  with  joy 
A  lovely  robin  red  breast 
Resting  on  a  bough  quite  high. 

Entreatingly  he  sang 
With  water  trickling  notes 
Floating  gently  into  space 
An  even  lullaby. 

He  comes  again  with  cheeriness 
And  I  know  he's  pleased  to  be 
Back  with  us  to  serenade 
In  the  old  sweet  cherry  tree. 

Of  course  we're  glad  to  see  him, 
The  winter's  been  so  long, 
But  now  we  know  for  a  certainty 
The  summer's  coming  soon. 

The  merry,  merry  chorus,  which 
These  songsters  are  a  part, 
Help  lighten  weary  burdens 
And  soothe  the  troubled  heart. 


I  hope  the  beauty  and  perfume  of  my  rose  petals 
has  reached  your  inmost  heart  .... 


Emily  McCombs  Best, 
Craigmar  Bungalow, 
227  Robinson  St., 
Hamilton,  Ontario, 
Canada. 
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TO  DEAR  EMILY  McCOMBS  BEST 

My  neighbor  is  one  upon  whom  I  depend  for  friendship,  and 
is  in  every  way  a  friend. 

When  I  am  lonely  and  the  sky's  clear  blue  is  hidden,  then 
I  hear  a  dear  yoo-hoo — 

There's  a  cup  of  coffee  that  is  going  down  the  sink,  won't 
you  come  and  join  me  and  our  morning  coffee  drink? 

You  can  never  fancy  how  the  heart  lights  up  and  we  ex- 
change some  banter  above  that  friendly  cup;  then 
we  talk  about  our  gardens  and  she  lavishly  admires 
every  single  seed  I've  planted of  cheer  she  nev- 
er tires. 

She  holds  the  same  opinion  of  people,  flowers  and  things 
as  I  do,  and  in  speaking  of  heaven  conviction  rings 
in  all  she  says,  and  Mr.  Best  reveals  to  me  so  much 
of  scripture  that  it  is  to  learn  to  talk  with  them. 

The  touch  of  kindness  is  in  all  her  house;  her  boys  like 
knights  of  old  walk  down  the  world  clad  in  the  love 
of  God,  their  hearts  of  purest  gold. 

I  love  her  for  her  strength  of  thought;  no  pandering  does 
she  to  little,  mean  and  common  minds. 

She  just  agrees  with  me  that  God  and  His  beauty,  the  things 
that  cannot  die,  are  all  that  is  worth  possessing,  and 
yet  she  does  as  I,  the  tiresome  tasks  of  duty  —  —  she 
neglects  no  single  one,  walking  her  way  ordained, 
leading  from  sun  to  sun. 

But  when  the  toil  is  finished  we  step  out  for  breaths  of  air, 
and  talk  a  bit  together,  and  we  find  the  world  so  fair, 

With  the  summer  all  about  us  it  sets  some  joy  free  to  see 
her  sitting  calmly  sipping  slowly  with  her  tea. 

And  if  I  haven't  heard  her  when  she  calls,  the  good  old  dog 
barks  insistently  to  tell  me. 

So  pass  these  gentle  days, 

When  life  flows  on  to  rhythms  from  the  busy  world  apart, 
and  neighbor  talks  with  neighbor  and  heart  speaks 
out  to  heart. 

One  little  prayer  is  offered  among  the  others  every  night, 
that  God  keep  my  neighbor  and  her  hearth-side  shin- 
ing bright, 

And  that  she  save  among  her  friends  a  little  place  for  me 
to  step  within  and  sit  and  talk  above  our  cup  of  tea. 

— By  my  dear  Poetess  Friend. 
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MY  NEIGHBOR'S  GARDEN 

There  is  a  garden  lying  close  beside 
My  own,  where  love  and  trusl  abide. 
The  steeples  of  delphinium  blue 
And  poppies  in  their  vivid  hue, 
Roses  in  rainbow  shades  grow  there 
Above  the  arch  in  beauty  fair. 
Zinnias  and  cosmos  spicy  pink 
Make  the  day  brighter,  or  so  we  think, 
And  in  the  corners  hollyhocks  stand 
Like  children,  bonnetted  and  bland. 
This  garden  is  so  bright  and  fair, 
So  filled  with  bloom  and  species  rare, 
It  seems  so  ardently  to  grow 
Because  its  makers  love  it  so. 

Flowers  grow  for  love  the  sages  say, 

And  if  you  watch  across  the  way 

You  see  each  glance  my  neighbors  send 

Across  the  garden  does  commend 

Each  lovely  flower,  and  touch  it  so 

With  love  it  simply  longs  to  grow. 

Sweetest  of  all  to  me  is  this,  —  — 

That  all  my  neighbor's  peaceful  bliss 

In  their  garden  and  its  flowery  gem 

Of  bloom,  is  the  thought  that  comforts  them 

In  knowing  that  God,  even  now  on  high, 

Prepares  fairer  gardens  in  the  sky. 

— Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend. 

(Thought  and  wrote  this  while  watching  you 
and  Mr.  Best  enjoying  your  garden  to-day). 


YOUR  VOICE 

Sometime  I  shall  not  ever  hear 
Your  voice  so  golden  and  so  dear 
Drifting  me  on  its  magic  tide 
To  fairer  lands  where  dreams  abide. 

Breasting  these  billows  soft  of  song 
My  ardent  soul  is  swept  along 
Out  into  places  where  the  heart 
May  never  with  its  treasure  part. 

About  the  castle  of  my  soul 
Your  golden  notes  so  sweetly  roll. 
Surely  it  is  some  blessed  choice 
That  gives  to  you  this  golden  voice. 

And  when  I  do  not  longer  hear 
This  tide  of  music  rising  clear, 
The  singer  shall  I  still  enshrine 
Remembered  in  this  heart  of  mine. 

— Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend 
to  Emily  McCombs  Best. 
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YOUR  HOUSE 

As  the  body  is  the  temple  of  the  spirit, 

So  a  home  is  the  refuge  of  the  weary  feet 

That  often-times  must  roam, 

And  a  little  house  I'm  thinking  of 

Has  been  kind  so  oft  to  me,  has  extended 

Roofs  of  friendly  love  to  bird  and  leaf  and  bee. 

It  looks  on  winter's  snowy  face 

By  April  magic  made, 

And  at  its  feet  the  violets,  old  man, 

And  lilies  grow  and  iris  and  roses, 

So  careful  row  on  row! 

Right  in  its  greenest  garden-heart  a  little  gay  tree 

stands, 
And  holds  the  songsters  and  their  nests  in  leafy 

outstretched  hands. 
There  are  so  many  lovely    flowers    nodding    and 

blooming  there, 
Holding  the  sun  and  dew  in  their  hearts  and  scent- 
ing the  sultry  air. 
I  hardly  know  them  save  by  face,  but  they  love 

the  nestling  house 
And  see  the  little  palaces  of  fairy  and  gnome. 

May  in  this  house  a  cup  be  set 

Aside  for  only  me, 

In  hopes,  some  day,  I  may  drop  in 

For,  as  of  old,  some  tea, 

And  may  within  its  mistress'  heart 

A  nook  be  set  aside,  where,  if  my 

Wandering  thought  goes  by 

It  shall  step  right  inside. 

Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend 
To  Emily  McCombs  Best. 


A  CHORD  OF  MUSIC 

'Tis  April,  and  an  April  rain 

Is  molten  silver  on  the  pane, 

Along  the  little  quiet  street 

A  chord  of  music  strange  and  sweet 

Steals  softly,  yet  this  light  refrain 

Has  power  to  bring  my  heart  such  pain, 

It  seems  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 

This  charming  voice,  it  beckons  clear 

And  sings  of  islands  in  the  sea 

Where  little  waves  so  tenderly 

Do  kiss  the  marbled  golden  sands 

Of  those  enchanted  happy  lands. 

Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend 
To  Emily  McCombs  Best. 
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TO  EMILY  McCOMBS  BEST  WITH  LOVE 

Time  steals  the  color,  the  scent  and  the  song 
From  this  beauty  we  know  and  adore, 
The  flowers  and  the  trees,  the  birds  and  bees 
All  pass  and  return  nevermore. 

Other  loveliness  fills  our  eyes,  and  the  hills 
Are  a  radiant  feast  of  delight, 
But  the  joys  that  we  know  of  to-day,  all  shall  go 
In  oblivion,  out  beyond  sight. 

Time  takes  away  beauty,  so  transiently  fair 
And  leaves  us  at  last  so  alone. 
Of  these  treasures  bereft,  only  one  joy  is  left, 
The  heart  of  a  friend  we  have  known. 

— Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend. 


EVEN  THEN 

When  our  hearts  shall  turn  to  dust 

As  all  hearts  must, 
And  lips  and  eyes  shall  close, 

This  happens  to  the  rose. 

When  our  forms  shall  fade  away 

As  the  light  does  from  the  day, 
And  our  feet  and  hands  shall  rest 

Still  as  pallor  in  the  west. 

When  like  shadows  on  the  grass 

All  life  does  swiftly  pass, 
And  night's  starry  canopy 

Tents  our  long  eternity. 

Still  in  dreams  my  heart  shall  hear 
Your  sweet  voice  and  laughter  dear, 

And  the  soft  cloud  of  your  hair 
And  the  pale  flower  of  your  face. 

(Written  by  my  dear  Poetess  Friend 

To  Emily  McCombs  Best). 
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